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That engine of the world, mysterious Love, 
The way that Fate prcdestinated, when 
'Twas first infused i' the embryo ; it betn^ then 
That which espoused the active Form unto 
Matter, and from that passive being drew 
Divine Ideas; which, subsistíng in 
Harmonious Nature's highest sphere, do win, 
In the perfection of our age, a more 
Expansive power ; and, Nature's common store 
Still to preserve, unites affections by 
The niii^led atoms of the serious eyc. 
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UXMAL: 

IN 

SIX CHAPTERS. 




XMAL is one of the ruined citiea of America. 
Its architectural remains bear indications of 
Theban origin and serpent-worsliip. 

Out of these hints, the imagination of the Author 
constructed a romantic story and a mythologic poem 
in the dramatic form. The competent reader will 
peroeive that he has likewise derived more than one 
suggestion from Dante's Vita Nuova, 

The manners being ideaJ, the stage acoessories and 
costumes must also be supposed to be so. They shouM 
be selected with exclusive reference to the picturesque — 
a condition evidently favourable to the exhibitioii of 
the highest effects, both scenic and histrionic. 

The reader may assist his fancy by reference te» 
the numerous engravings in Mr. John L. Stepheii's 
"Incidents of Travel in Central America, Chiapas, 
and Yucatán." (12th edition, 1846. Muríay.) 



Mrs. Mowatt, in her Memoirs, mentions that, during 
her engagement at the Olympic theatre, it was intended 
to produce this poem as a drama. One serious difficulty 
was the cost of its productíon as a spectade, which 
was estimated at two thousand pounds. But the then 
manager, there is too much reason to believe, saw his 
way to obtaining the needful capital The author was 
truly fortúnate in escaping the doubtful honour of 
having it represented under such dangerous auspices. 

The poem, it may be mentioned, is similar in kind 
to Shakspere's " Winter's Tale/' " Cymbeline," " Mid- 
summer Night's Dream," and "The Tempest." It 
endeavours to combine fancy and imagination with 
passion in one production. 



"^ttBom ^tprtstnttír. 



Adon ( Viceray of Uxmal deputed by the Monarch of Tkehes), 

Adone {hU Princesé), 

Onebbt {her Canfidanté), 

LüMON (o Pügrim). 

iBfi* {the Arch-PreUUe of Uxmal), 

Zalonia. {tJie Arch-PrelíUess), 

LoBi {Singing-Boy of the Temple), 

; (Deacons). 

SüBIAL 5 

Í{Deacone88e8 — afterwards Priestest and PropheteBs), 


Dio {Amhassador from Thebes). 

SiRANl iSteward of the Palace). 

Xana (Priestess of the Pyramids.) 



ScRNB.— THE ANCIENT CITY AND COUNTRY OF 
UXMAL, IN CENTEAL AMERICA. 

Pebiod. — While tmder Theban Domination. 



* Iré to be pronotinced as a dissyllable tliroughout. 




UXMAL: 

AN ANTIQUE LOVE STORY. 

I. 

The Celibates. 
ScENE. — Temple of the Serpent. 

LORI 

{4 Chüd in appetvrance toüh a Lyré). 

Time* 8 Curtains, from the Days of Oíd, 

Withdraw awhüe ; and toe behold, 

In realms heyond the Atlantic m^ain, 

üxTnaly üs Temple and its Fane — 

In cirding folds displayed on high, 

The Symbol of Etemity — 

The Temple of the Serpent-Lord, 

The Altar wJiere the GodÜa adored ; 

And here the YouthSj in solemn dance, 

Now hefore the Shrine, advance. 

[LOBI retires, and Yoüths /or a shart time dance gravdy io 
devoHoncU mutic, foUowed by Adoite, Onebbt, Lumon 
and Attendants.] 
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Adone, What was it you said, Oneret 1 
Omret Most sacred princess, — ^this. The Prince, 
thy lord, we gatlier from report, may not absolve 
thein from their vow. 

Adom, No, Oneret. The far-off king, his father, 
monarch of Thebes, from which realm we all derive our 
ancestry, charged him with a command inviolable. Our 
Temple's rites must have a virgin priesthood, a young 
man and a young maiden, swom both to purity — the 
loss whereof to either shall be no less than instant death. 
We will watcli the coming trial of this great cause. 
Here sit we. Attend us. 
[Ascends a throne on the right, groups on eitlier hand, 

Oneret Is not this the wandering pilgrím fromLuxorI 

Adone, They cali him Lumon. He is the bearer of a 
far different doctrine. The celibate, according to his 
creed, insults nature and defies grace. 

Oneret. Hath he warrant for boldnessí 

Adone. Yes — in that he is bold. He knows much, 
talks well, and in both discema a potence, gives him 
strange authority. 

O.ieret. Such charms makeeven heresy attractive. 

Adone. Ah ! but 1 have yet another teacher ; though 
flcarcely, I fear, a better. What my lord, the Prince, 
urges as precept, he disables by practice. Nay, the 
moment he married me, the first, I ween, had taken 
Üight, though then unmarked. Our proper youth they 
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say, becomes fugitive after the same fashion; henee it 
happens, we grow so suddenly oíd. Know you this 
lady, Lumonl 

Lumon, All knowledge is joy ; but the joy of such 
knowledge has yet to visit my newly awakened expec- 
tation. 

Adone. You say well, sir ; f or she, as it were, is my 
second sell Become thou better acquainted with 
Oneret, my dear friend, my heart-tnisted confidante. 

Lumon, Depend upon me, princess. 

Adone. Break off. Here comes Iré, the most holy 
priest, in high discourse with the right honourable 
prince, Adon, my loving lord. 

LoRi, between Eremo and Sürial, leads on a Choir of 

SlNGING BOYS. 

Lori sings, 
Priests of the Serpent Lord confest, 
Each in hÍ8 gold and purple vest : 
Ho, come ye forth at his behest. 

Chords, 

Priests, etc. 

Muer Iré, Adon, Zalonia, Rea, Mona, and 

Attendants. 

Iré, O, prince of Uxmal ! await the ambasssdors f rom 
Thebes the fatal issue ? 



10 U'xmal: [chap. i. 

Adon, Even as thou hast said, far-seeing sage. 

[Adon takes a throne heside Adone, Iré ascends 
the steps of the altar and stands heside it 
Zalonia sita <m the lowest step. Rea and 
Mona, vrith Eremo and Surial, stand 
befare them and wave censers of incensé. 
Iré, Now to the purpose of this holy tide — 
This animal celebration. It is my office, 
In his chaste service who commaiids my words, 
Whose endlessness yon serpent typifies, 
To see that all be puré who tend his shrine, 
And question make thereof this solenin mom. 
— ^Ye sister-deacons, who the censers bear, 
And add more fragrance to our sweetest prayers, 
Within this sculptured dome, paying to Heaven 
A three-f oíd homage, scents, and sounds, and sights ; 
Wherefore in turn ye share our meats and drinks, 
Blessed with our priestly consecration. 
And in y our pious arms embrace the god, 
Thus sanctif ying also touch and taste — 
All senses being hallowed — stand ye f orth. 
Thou, Rea, first. Say, for the year now past, 
In will, and thought, and act, hast thou preserved 
Thy vowéd plight to sainted chastity 1 

Rea, Most sacred Iré, when I made my vow, 
I pledged my soul. No longer in my keeping, 
A yoke was taken from me. I was free ; 



se. l] An Antigüe Love Story, 11 

Only responsible to trust in him 

Who made himself responsible f or me, 

And with my soul took my desires, thoughts, acts, 

Leaving me none. The tablet of my mind 

Is Virgin yet. 

ZcUonia (aside). O, when it comes thy tnm, 
Zaionia, shalt thou shew a mind o'erwrit, 
As is the marble with an epitaph, 
Foretelling thy own death. 

Iré {to Rea), I rested silent, 

Dreaming thou yet wert speaking, such the music 
Came with thy words. For thy devotion, Eea, 
Thebes has prepared an answering recompense. 
Hencef orth, thou rulest in the Temple's rites, 
No servile deacon, but a priestess stalled. 
— Now Mona, may I question theel Say thou, 
And better Rea's answer. 

Mona. All her trust 

I have, and, were't not boasting, something more. 
Yet what I add is but a thing so mean, 
It is not worth the heeding. With my soul 
I pledge this abject body — prostrate now ; 

[Casting hersélf on the ground. 
Its f eelings and its wemts. Be they his care, 
Myself a passive idiot, if he will. 

Zkdoiiia {aside), Wherefore, Zaionia, hast thou hands, 
if not 
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To help thy various needs 1 Why lif e and health, 
If not to quicken action 1 

Iré, Wonder, Mona, 

Has held me mute. Thou art a prophetess, 
And henceforth what thou speakest in the Temple 
Shall be accepted for an oracle. 
— But where is now Zalonia, who, with us, 
Shares our arch-prelacy í 

Zalonia {rising, fJien kneeling), Behold — 

Iré What at our f eet 1 

Zalonia, Behold — 

Iré, No more ! Go, some one ; lif t 
Mona f rom her prostration : — she and Eea 
Now stand aside, [Two attendants raise Mona and 

lead her and Rea to aside, 
Zalonia, up — 
Fairly reply to question, like thy sisters. 

Zalonia, Acense me not for atheist, if I must, 
Convinced by conscience, vindicate both rights, 
Body and soul ; else wherefore either given 1 

Iré {descending from the altar), Zalonia, infidel ! 
Beware of doubt ; 
For deatli impends. 

Zalonia, Be gentle. Iré. Know, 

T question not, but utter revelation. 
A dream in the still night has whispered me — 
Spake to me in thy voice, so soft, so soothing, 
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I loved it, and believed it, for its voice— 
Zalonia, thus it said, thy heart is loving, 
That loving heart has heen héloved, and is ; 
And nmo it has no Ufe hut in its love, 
And to its ohject mvst or wedded he, 
Or malee a bride-bed of the wormy grave. 

Iré, A dream thus tempted thee to break thy vow 1 

Zalonia, When it had spoken, Nature in my 
heart 
Spake out in tum (rebellious if yon will), 
Exclaiming at the violation suffered, 
Even in the secret palace of her laws, , 
And charging all upon that evil vow. 
One instant only, yet the argument 
Was volumed in my brain ; and, waking soon, 
I was its advócate. 

Iré, And are you now 1 

Zalonia, Even now the same. 

Iré, Not married — ^mated yet 1 

Zalonia, Both in my thought. 

Iré, But not in very act 1 

Zalonia. None knows so well as thou ! 

Adon (rising.) It matters not — 

The thought conceived is equal to the deed. 
Her doom must be pronounced. 

Iré, By whom 1 

Adon, By thee. 
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Iré (ojnde). Mj hesai, be stroog. {AJoud) Zalonia, 
bear Ihj doom. 
I áofym thee hj the ninefold mysterj — 
By that wlúch beingnothing is jet all; 
Bj the perpetual cueles that lerolTed 
Beíore the ages or the stanj wodds ; 
Bj the begínníng iinb^:iiii« the end 
Unending ; hy duiation permanent ; 
Bj time anchangmg and the changmg hours, 
The fugitive moments, dajs, weeks, months and years, 
And the procession oí etemities — 
I doom thee. Thongh aíar, the King we serve 
Hears, heeds me, and sends— death. 

Oneret (coming fortoard), Say not thou so. 

Iré, Plead not where destiny admits no plea — 
My pang's more shaip than thine in dooming her. 
I sin to feel it [To Zalonia, 

Whencefore standst thou therel 
Thou art a beautiful horror, — ^but we scom 
Its foscination. Cali the nobles in, 
Whü visit US from Thebes. Go, instantly. 

Yo Htrangüly loiter. So 

A.uthority 

VcgiuB to limp, and would decrepid grow, 

If faithlosBUtíss liktí her's scaped mortal censure, 

Whofio hoart it rivo soovor. 

On&ret Hear me, pontiff ; 
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Me, who have heard thee with a childish faith, 
And shaped my conduct to thy ángel lessons, 
Within the porch the truest worshipper. 

Iré, Pleading f or her, thou sharest her heresy. 
Oneret (asidé). There is no safety, then, but flight 
for me. 
{Áloud) Yet hear me. From her infancy I've known 

her, 
Even when she was a little reveller 
Among the buttercups, and drank their dew 
For wine ; — then when, a visionary girl, 
She sought, urged by an instinct like a passion, 
All lonely places, haunting them like wonder ; 
Dnring her absence, they were wont to wait her ; 
Whence till she trod its f orest avenues, 
A visitant to its mysterious powers, 
Great expectation hushed the wildemess. 
— Jí I offend ; sure, these may challenge grace. 

Iré. The grace you challenge is the self same presence 
You have afíronted rashly. Louring wrath 
Broods on its brow, a tempest. 
Oneret. Reason ! Nature ! 

Iré. Think you, / know them not — / feel them notí 
Now, by their mighty agonies within me, 
Put curb on that proud lip ; else ñor thy own, 
No, ñor the dignity of her thou servest, 
By imputation of thy innocence, 
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"WiU wairant safetr. Excoinicimicate 

m 

Art thou for what thoa hast bat saiiL Begone ! 
Beneath this saei^ roof one moment tany, 
The hovering death will smite thee. 

OnereL Feet, be wings, [liushes oíd. 

Iré. WTiyshould the autbor of tbe miscbief daré nal 
These walla do sweat from our their living pores, 
And lotithe the toleratod schismatic 
Who lurks within them, — silent> — shielded, where 
Respect for power lestiains the mighty curse, 
Which else, like to a blast from some searcave, 
Breathed through my trembling lips from my rent soul, 
Should sweep him henee, in whirling ruin rapt, 
Beyond the confines of the peopled earth. 

Dio arui Attendants. 

Adone {aside), I cannot breathe. My husband's 
glance is on me. 
Lumon, be mute. I must myself be prudent. 
{To Adon) The Theban nobles. Iré sees them not. 

Adon, Yes — ^but he doth. 

Iré\ Thou Dio, Prince of Thebes, 

Whose coming was so welcomed, we must send thee 
Barren away. The priestess Thebes expects 
To bear chaste witness in her hundred gates, 
Stemds there attainted. "What sayst thou to her 1 

Dio. Is it indeed sol 
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Iré, It is so indeed. 

Dio. Much wül the great king grieve on hearing 
this : 
But to her doom I leave her. 

Iré. So rnust all — 

Mona and Eea only stay with her. 

[All quü the Temple processionally^ 
except Zalonia, Mona and Eea. 

Zalonia. Between you standing thns, accursed of 
both, 
As needs I must be ; in my martyr heart 
Love lights a fire, and I consume therein. 
So — look ye on, and triumph while I perísh. 

Eea. We pity, for thou canst not shtin the 
power 
That rules us from afar. From distant Thebes 
Thy sentence, spoken ?iere, sped instantly ; 
And the swift ángel, charged with thy destruction, 
Stands o'er thee now, 

Zalonia. O, were he visible, 

That I might see if Ire's form he take, 
And kill me with a kiss. 

Mona. Thrice impious paewon 

Could find no meaner object. Not alone 
Polluting thine, but his high office too. 
To look on him with fleshly eyes, whose spirit 
With spirit bxit conversea 
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Zalonia (aside). I have comfort, 

A mighty satisfaction in his love, 
Might not from passion's instinct be concealed. 
But I do feel the coming apathy — 
Do I drink poison from their baleful eyesl 
(Aloud) Sisters, support rae. Sudden mystery ! 
O, Iré, Í8 this death ] Some power unseen 
Slays me at once. 

Rea. The blood forsakes thy cheek 



Zalonia. It quits my heart ! Uphold me. Where 
are ve? 
Ye are gonQ. I feel ye not. Ye let me sink. 
A strange desire invests me. I yeam to probé 
The curious infelicity of pain. 
Why is't it loathes the lesa and loves the more, 
Even though it perish in its plentitude, 
Or live in sheer insensibility ? 
Darkness and emptiness and formlessness, 
All feeling merged in everlasting death ! 
I trow, there be dead hearts. Would mine were so ! 
Grave's dust is on me. Error, like a worm, 
S tifies my soul. It chokes me — strangles me. 
Fray ofí" the slimy reptile from my flesh — 
Unbind my eyes that I may help myself. 
Hold me not down. I faint — I die- -I die ! 




CHAP. II.] An Antique Love Sto^'y, 19 

11. 

The Schism. 

Scerie — Gardetis of the Temple. 

Lori. 

|EHOLD the scene is changed. See, here, 
The gardens of the temple fair, 
Wood, water, hill, and vale and lawn, 
As by an artistas pencil drawn ; 
And in the distance there remote 
The temple's self in ether float ! 
On lofty tenace elévate, 
A hundred steps lead to its gate. 

[Lm seata hiniself on a dep. 

LüMON entera, 

Lumon, Truth ! man might question thy almighti- 
ness, 
So poor in means that thy commissioned teacher 
Must wind his way, like a conspirator, 
Into the seat of power. That tyrant's bidding 
Even death obeys. Nay, forcé they back by fraud, 
And tread what paths they will to falsehood's end. 
— If so, for good might evil not be used ? 
Thou, Adon, f ear for thy vice-royalty : 
Unborrowed pomp may rule in place of thine. 
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The people love my lore, and wonld enthione me, 

Could I but shape the track. Paha, celibacy — 

If he with superstition side in this, 

Why wedded he 1 A prínce, f orsooth ; not príest 

Princes ha ve license : so some priests I wot oí. 

The Princesa mocks his inconsistency. 

— He likes me well ; rather, my eloquence : 

Not what, but how, I speak ; the manner pleases. 

My tenets charm not, spoke by her ; as it 

Might outrage marital chastity, to prove 

Love and religión could be reconciled ; 

Yet, spoke by Oneret, they charm again. 

— There I suspect some wrong. K wrong it be, 

And against her, 'twere done no less to me : 

For love makes me her champion. Ha ! hope dawns, 

'Twere with the people reason for rebellion, 

W^hich may divorce the ill-assorted pair ; 

When I How now 1 'Tis she. 

Enter Adone. 

A done (apart and meditative), My Oneret condemned 
and ta'en to flight ; 
Zalonia smitten — dead mysteriously ; 
And Iré, having fulmined all this sorrow, 
Retiréd within a cloud, shut in his chamber, 
Aping unseen divinity. Where's Lumon 1 
I bade him meet me here. 
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Liimon, Most gracious princess, I wait your plea- 
sure. 

Ado7ie, Left you now the prince 1 , 

Lfiímon. I did, dejected beyond measure. 

Adone, And, prithee, wherefore 1 

Lumon, Even for Oneret's flight. 

Adone, Methinks, in that I have the greater occasion 
for melancholy. 

Lnimon, I too should thus have thought, but that, 
in strange grief, I surprised his highness so closeted 
with her contemplated image, as he were rapt withal. 

Adone. Her image í 

Lumon {jproducing a miniature). Yes ; — this. 

Adone, How carne you by it í 

Lummu I begged it of him ; since its presence so 
visibly increased his sorrow — nay, as it were bodily fed 
the same — its removal was a kindness. Of a surety, it 
is most livelily limned. 

Adone. Too livelily! A secret treasure ! I knew 
not that he cherished such a gif t. 

I/u/mon, What is in this to move you 1 

Adone. Afalse heart — a wandering fancy. Heavens, 
it is ever thus. They who preach the straitest morality 
practise the widest license. 

Lamon. It were weU your highness set som© guard 
upon him. 

Adone. Why should I, Oneret fled 1 
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Lunion. Therein we shall best find the proof we 
seeL If his love be really as strong as his gríef 
supposes, his pursuit, if not on the instant, yet soon as 
it can be decently decided, will assuredly be attempted, 

Adone, He is lost, and I am poorer than the wild son 
of the forest, whose painted skin is all the wretch's 
wealth. 

Lumon, You are premature in your desperation, 

Adone, I loved him, — how I lo ved him 1 Earth 
herself 
Loves not the Heaven more dearly, when, descending 
Into her vernal lap, he pours the shower 
That makes her blossom. Where once smiled the 

sun 
Is now a gloomy void. Mere emptiness 
My once full heart. Myself a nothing — ^nothing. 

Lumon, I would do miracles to serve you. 

Adone, What you will. Your wit may haply con- 
trive, where my dullness would despair. 

Lmnon, I will keep such watch upon him, that, 
should he mean flight, my knowledge shall match the 
speed of his thinking. 

Adone, The signs of change are less curious than 
itself. To seek its cause elsewhere than in its own 
nature, were the mere fondness of philosophy. Had I 
as much provoked, as I have laboured to please him, 
yet, had that been faithful, he had pro ved constant. 
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The mutation, moreover, is in the time ; creeds have 
become unstedfast ; neither are our maniiprs to-day 
what they were yesterday : and love but follows belief 
in quest of novel adventure. Men are but as the age ; 
and it is but orderly that while my mind trembles in 
the balance of opinión, h¿s heart should waver in the 
object of its election. I must endure the pain. I 
pray thee, Lumon, do what thou sayest. Spare me 
further instruction. These starting tears are the en- 
forcei*s of my abrupt departure. 

Lumon {aloné), How exquisitely when woman 
reasons, she interprets by her feelings what the logician 
would never solve by his syllogisms. Keferring all to 
inner sentiment, she leayes nothing to occasional 
accident. If a special constancy in nature be needed 
for fidelity in love, the princess, forsooth, will not 
blame the prince, her lord, for not having what she 
finds wanting in herself. But neither is singular in 
this singulañty, for there is an apolegetic spirit abroad 
that infects every bosom with the like malady. For 
my part, the felt liberty óf will permits not me to be 
deceived with a prevalent sophism. The prince I 

A DON entera, 

Adon, I sought thee, Lumon. 

Lumon, I trust your highness is not angry. 

Adon, An I were, my wrath had reason. I fear 
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your new truths — (for so I believe you dignify them in 
youv nomination) — are great disseverers of aflfection. I 
hear of dissensions in many households. Párente and 
children dispute to the ruin of all reverence. Lovers 
and fríends divide and sepárate. Husband and wife 
suífer mutual alienation. 

Lumon, And charge you this on my teaching) 

Adoru I have near evidence in support of the 
accusation. My own Adone reasons with me, even to 
tears. This very hour I met her overwhelmed with 
sorrow ; and when I would have etayed her with 
questions, she passed me by with violence; — and, 
withal, she shot glances of indignation that might 
have withered me, had not my príde been as strong 
as her will. 

Lumon. And this you charge on my teaching, too 1 

Adon, I do. 

Lumon, May there not be other causes, pertaining if 
not principal 1 May not a husband's desires wander 1 
May not a wife's perceptions lead to suspicions 1 And 
may not incipient joalousy betray itself in tears and 
f j'()wns, and looks that would be lightnings 1 

Adon, You mean what lately you so oflfensively 
jested on — ^my presumed preference for the princess's 
handmaiden, the beautiful and well-natured Oneret, 
with the unquestionable ostent of my surprise and 
regret at her enforced departure. I vow to Heaven 
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that I am guiltless. Never have I, by word or deed, 
transgressed. My regard for her, which I frankly 
acknowledge, was never more than a half-conscious 
thought, a tremulous feeling. 

I/umon, Ah ! my prince ! remember that yourself 
were even the single juror who convicted the all but 
immaculate Zalonia, upon this special count, that 
thonghts and deeds are equally criminaL 

A don. Thou art my conscience ! I fear thee. 

I/umon. Nay, fear thyself. Or, if thou wouldst not, 
dartí to examine into thyself; and, that thou mayst 
effectually do it, retire into thy closet ; be secluded 
for many days, ñor come f orth, until thou be'est satis- 
fied that, by abstraction from all disturbing forces, 
thou hast purified thy will, and so determined its 
resolutions, that all future temptation may be saf ely 
defíed. 

Adon. ThiB to meí Sir, fare thee well for the 
present. You may — you shall, hear further from 
me. 

Lumon. He sought me angry, and has left me 
more so. 
The shaft is in thy side. Go, wounded deer, 
Where'er thou wilt, thou canst not fly from it. 
Now, may the love of thy neglected wife 
Seek a new home, and, by a holier tie 
Than that of ceremony, link itself 



26 Uxmal: [chap. ii. 

To one as deeply tnie : — a loftier fate, 
That owes to none beyond itself its state. 

[Dumon goes out. 

Rea and Eremo enter, 

LoRi comes forward and sings 

Lori, Fancy in the serpentea crest 
(Never was so sweet a nest), 
Creeps to sleep, and dream his bcst. 

Rea. Your songs are sensual, Lori : — they displease. 

\Lori retums to his seat dejectedly. 

That singing-boy ! and Iré doats on him ; 
Nay, censures all who doubt his poesies — 
This Iré doth, the arch-prelate — doth he not í 

Eremo, He doth, most sacred priestess. Yet, be- 
think thee, 
How he hath nurtured him from infancy, 
An orphan-child, left in the Templéis charge. 

Rea, We must subdue such fondness. By our god, 
I have a voice in this. Let Iré know, 
Zalonia gone, I share with him his state, 
And if his state, his power. 

Eremo, He has left his chamber. 
And roams this mom abroad. 

Rea, A change of mood. 
He's strangely passionate. Shall I lay down 
My soul a sacrifice, and he permit 
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Free impulse whatsoever ] Suddenly, 
I am grown calm. Eetire we ; — I'd consult thee. 
Urano. Most wülingly. 
[Tliei/ remove to a inore distant part of the gardens. 

Oneret, disguised as a page^ enters, 

Oneret. Now, in the likeness of a page disguised, 
May excommunicated Oneret 
Escape detection's eye, while lingering here 
Among the haunts to which her soiü is native. 
I have possessed young Lori of my purpose, 
And act by his advice. 'Now, by dear love, 
Strange rumours meet my ear. If haK be true, 
Him may we help whose cruel zeal we rué. 

Iré and Surial enter. 

Iré, Appoint a special service in the temple. 
— Whom have we here 1 

Oneret. A poor youth, sir. 

Iré. What wouldst ? 

Oneret Find refuge from my nature's wilfulness. 
And never more have reason to protest 
That aught I would. The worid once left behind, 
Who would retum to one proved so unkind 1 

Iré. What coward sin has scourged thee to this 
place ? 

Oneret. No sin — but hate of sin, and love of good- 
ness. 
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Iré, Sucli hate is lovo. Such love, the love of love. 
— How shew \t here 1 

Oneret. By my docility. 

Iré, Of whom wouldst leam í 

Oneret. Of thee. 

Iré, Wheref ore of me í 

Oneret Thy holy aspect fascinates my souL 

Iré, What service seekest 1 Tliou art yet unleamed. 

Oneret, The humblest service. To be doorkeeper 
In Heaven's fair mansión satisfies my hope. 

Iré, Á. modest wish, lad. Go, good Surial ; 
Appoint a special service, as I said. 

[Surial goes up to Rea and Eremo, 
Youth, seek me after it. 

Oneret. Most gratef ully. 

Iré (apart). Nought else will pnrify my soul but 
death. 
These be the waters I mnst swim with her. 

Retum Eremo and Surial. 

How now, Eremo 1 

Eremo. The arch priestess 

Iré. Ha! 
Zalonia 1 

Eremo. Rea, so please your sanctity, 
Thus charged me. 

Iré. I had f orgotten. Well. Her charge í 
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Eremo. Much need she hath of pi-eparation, ere 
She rusli into the presence ; wanting she 
In her precessor's negligent presmnption. 

Iré, That want *8 not special. Wherefore urge it nowt 
She gave up that when she gave up her soul, 
With all its other feelings. 

Ere7no. That surrender 
Brought her the priesthood ; then Zalonia's fault 
The prelacy. She shares its power with thee. 

[Leavfis Iré abruptly. 

Iré, A woman, though a priestess, then rules best 
When most submissive. Poor Zalonia I 
That was in thee the crowning loveliness. 
— What, gone 1 — Did he design irreverence 1 
Would he offend me í IVe oflPended heaven, 
And must accept this penance. Let him go, 
Till this great inward struggle be appeased, 
I am debarred the altar. No. All is well 
The man retums. 

Ebkmo, having cormdted toith Eea, comes dovm again, 

Your message, sir í 

Eremo. *Tis this — 
She'll seek the aid of prophecy, and henee 
Refers the difference 'twixt herself and thee 
lo Mona's oracle. 

Iré. What difiference ] 
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Oñerd, She woal-I xtinrp apon the PontifiTs p 
And kad rLe w\t br arhiam. 

Eremo. Trhot«e p^e ís this ! 
Yom^ Tailet, pew» ! [Retum» i 

Irt. I thougbt thoii wert les leamed ; — 
Thon knowst iih>re thjuí appeais. 

Om-^ef (oAüíe). ELse had ihj dtxtrine 
Fallen on a barren natnie. {AlowT) Sir, jonr pk 

Iré (aparf). O, power ¡s power no longer, wl 
gpring 
'Twoold moTCy not instant answers to tbe toncb. 
— A great afflictíon bows my conrage down. 
Tis not tbeir taants, bat wbat I feel witbÜL 
— Wbere's Lori 1 {To Oneret) To bis care I'i 

tbee, vontb. 
He Í8 a singing boy oí oar great temple, 
Sincere oí sonl as musical oí speecL 
I love bim well ; and, since I find tbee apt, 
Will place tbee as bis pnpiL Stay awbile ; 
I see bim coming. Hitber, Lori ! Tbou 
Art slow of step to day. 

Lori coming againforward. 

IjOtL Your cboir boy's like 
To be supplanted, master. 

Ir'é. No. My beart 
Has room for botb. 
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Lori, For me, and — her ] 

Iré (asidé). For Iier ? 
N^ay, was he iiot e'er with us í (Aloud) Did you note it 1 
Her buried ñame let silence sanctify. 
Tis he (pointing to Oneret), child, shares this bosom 

with thee now. 
Touth, what's thy ñame í 

Oneret Juva. 

Lori {to Ofieret), As well that as any. I know 
aot if he or she, the appellation being foreign But 
what imports iti We will neutralize the diíficulty, 
mi prenominate thee ¿t, Ever we so ñame the babe. 
íadifferent to the sex. Be thou a babe in innoctínce 
we shall need no interprete!. See, Juva, if that be 
Ihj ñame, there is my hand, and a kiss too. Neither 
3f US, I warrant, will misunderstand the other, denomi- 
aate us as they will. Only one in the world besides, 
indeed, loves mortal as I do thee. 

Iré, But one in the world, my child ] 

Lori. Not even one. For he whom I mistaking 
meant, must now look into his heart for the immortal, 
whereof the mortal is no longer visible to his material 
eye. Yet dares he as little own his love for that as 
for this. 

Iré. Such prattle, child, will cause me to disown 
thee. Fearest thou not ] 

Lori. Why should 1 1 Love is a possession that, 
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thoü^ noc owTLai. may noc Le dssowikdd. Ton may 
be süéntr bus joa maT noc deuy. 

Z>!>n. PbüúéophT, Toa nueao. SJtfH I sweeten it 
nith tbe húoej oí aong I 
Iré, Aj, wban üioa I¿§tL 

In the f oreat, íar awuT, 
Fancj izttty apon a day, 
Eartb's íáir spizit oat íor pía j. 
Fanc j then was jonng, I ween, 
Earth heiself was Temál gieen : 
But when they were older grown, 
Botli had work : . . each worked alone. 
Iré. Thy f ancy is stül idle. 

LorL It may be ; . . but its dalliance with tbe fsÁi 
eartb is not the less prohibited. She is f ar too bosy. 
Ah, me I I have no playfellow. 

Iré, Juva comes, with a wish to snpply thy want. 
Lori (to Oneret), Tell the sage Ire, that our play to- 
gother is even heart-eamest work. Say that the 
season of sport is over with us for ever. It is so with 
those who love as we do. 

IrH, I shall never smile more, or there is no wit íd 
thy proverbs. 

Lori. I oannot speak : I'll sing. I have no wit in 
my wordt» but there is truth in my numbers. 
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(Singa) Each dusty grain 

A world may contain ; 

And each worid within 

Another may spin : 

And inner and inner, 

And thinner and thinner, 

Orbs less and still less 

Life and mind may express— 

Life within life, truth within truth, 

Heart within heart. Such is youth. 

Ire. Sure, child, thou'dst teach me mysteries. 

Lori, I would, master, thou hadst taught me thine. 

Oneret (to Ire). Methinks, he hath already leamed 

too much. 

Lori. Then is that too much less than nothing. And 

it well may be so ; for are we not told, in the greatest 

mystery, that this same nothing is all — this all is 

loveí 

Ire. The holiness of love, since it is ineffable, 

should be solemnized by silence. Peace, child, peace. 

Lori. Why should love be buried in thy heart, 

because the beloved is buried in her grave? Death both 

purifies and immortalizes love. Being spirit, worship 

her in spirit. Sing hymns to her divinity. 

Ire. Now, indeed, my child, hast thou gathered 

honey strong enough to sweeten this cup of bitter wine. 

Put death into the chalice, and I will drain it with 

Ti 
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a thírst that would exhaust an ocean, had it that 
capacity. 

Lori, And hither at length comes Rea, who were 
like, her authority permitted, to make both of us 
taste even such draught. I rede thee to rate highly her 
condescension. 

[Eea and Eremo return. Rea dismisses Eremo. 
ffe entere the temple, and then reappears 
with a numher of prieats, and draws them 
up in array upon the steps of the Temple, 
ThÍ8 done, Rea advances towards Iré. 
Eremo goes hack into the Temple, 

Iré. Fair greeting, priestess. Have I speech with 
thee'í— 
Thanks for these equal terms, though late vouchsafed, 
Since it is granted, thou resume thy mind; 
Paint me its picture in the best of words, 
That I may wear the portrait in my souL 

Lori, Thanks, my good master. Thy pupil now 
shall hjave fair liberty of mood and range of fancy. 
Since thou hast left the clouds, the day shines forth 
again. Not the sun is surer victor when his arrows 
of light shoot from the arch of noon. 

Rea, Nay, hear me, priestly Iré : — then, be just. 
An equal prelacy of either sex 
By none may be more willingly acknowledged 
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Than by myself. But what I yield, I claim. 

Hast thou an ear for mnsic, and I none, 

Must I be bound to listen 1 If that boy 

Sing songs to please thee, must they needs please me 1 

To me offensive, vain and frivolous, 

They suit not our devotion's ordonnance. 

Permitted, not prescribed ; henceforth, forbid them. . . 

Tbe hynms that, howsoever purposed well, 

Have failed in pleasing both. 

Lcfri (asidé), She'U not take food, 
And therefore starve we must. 

Iré, Cali you this justice 1 

Mea, Is it not 1 Hereby, 
Eemoving what to me is an offence, 
Both may subsist in peace. . 

Lori (aside), Here, truly, we 
A nothing more than something made may see. 

Iré, Peace ! and offence ! — Remo val of offence ! — 
You would not see ; . . . must I pluck out my eyes 1 
Ask me, displant these trees, for they are lovely, 
And you would not behold the beautiful. 
Must I then do it ] Or, pulí your temple down ; 
Must I then do it ] Or, if I could, extinguish 
Sun, moon and stars, and whatsoever makes 
Creation so órnate í Ask of our god, 
If this he'd do 1 I marvel how he'd answer. 

Lori (aside). Mona will answer for him. 
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Iré, Most wise priestess, 
"Whence carne such wisdom to thee 1 

Rea, Not from thee, 
Whose -wonder is my triumph. I'll ask our god, 
If Iré shall dissolve his sensual soul 
In song that makes a river of the heart, 
Duty would find an everlasting rock 1 
Zalonia's fate, methinks, should wam us both. 
Twas Lori's holy hymns her nature melted 
To that same love which wedded her to death. 
— Thou art no god, that what thy fiat rules 
There's none should disavow. 

Iré, Thou art a fiend, 
"Whose mission is to hlast -what angels made. 
So all he harren as thy soul. 

Rea, I have 
Appealed to Mona. 

Iré, Be it so. 

Re-enter Eremo. 

O, here 's 

Thv Tritness that thou seekest the oracle 
Which shall decide this question. Sir, you're welco 
Hypocrisy ! I'll pluck thy visor off, 
And shew thy hideous features to the world, 
That all shall loathe the monster. 
Uremo. Be not rash. 
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Iré (to Rea), For thy rank soul, thou painted charnel- 
house, 
.ta stench shall shock the nations. Love iminortal ! 
! who late scorned thee in Zalonia's form, 
íow justly pro ve the agonies of death, 
n the quick flesh that makes the terror Uve, 
L buming ecstasy of breathing horror. 
), ángel death, take but her shape once more 
Lnd I will kiss the poison on her lip, 
Lnd follow where she went. 

Eremo. There is more in this 
?lian I can comprehend. 

Iré, Earth — Heaven — HeU! 
llore by all these, if thou couldst measure them, 
liough they were infinite, 
'o the great Eather, 

VTiose love etemal gave them life and lustre, 
£eax my appeaL 
Luthor beneficent 

)f all we see and are, whose creant passion 
'hrobs in this heart ; beneath its mighty impulse 
sof ten like a child. There stands my f oe. 
), pardon her, dear father of the world ; 
Lnd give ere long her heart to know what mine 
í'ow feelingly has come to understand — 
?hat love is thy solé image. Through her veins 
^et the delicious inspiration tremble, 
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Aiid consécrate each sepárate artery 

With a particular rapture. Let this be, 

That she may leam the excellence she scoms, 

And, superstition's chrysalis cast off, 

Grow into goodness. Eea, I have blessed thee. 

[/re goes up towards the temple, and whüe endea- 
vouring to enter Í8 stopped hy the assemhled^ 
priests, 
Erefivo, No-w, by the all-worshipt serpent, spake in 
him 
Some revelation ; for he looked inspired. 

Rea. Wait till such visión opens in thy soul, 
As long has waked in mine, for the reward 
Of self-abandoning austerity. 

Irb (retuming), They tell me, that by ordeis had 
from thee, 
They bar me from the temple. Is it so ? 
Thou dost exceed authority in this, 

As my co-equal, not superior 

Yet I forbear because I have been wroth ; 
And this my patience shídl be penitence. 
Nay, FU submit a third shall judge between us, 
From the same motive, which now govems me. 
My voice of Mona made a prophetess, 
And thou appealest to her. Far in the forest 
She hath her hermitage. r\i sfe^k bar cell ; 
Thither I joumey. See, "jou íoWoní ^wsdu 



se. I.] An A ntique Love Story. 39 

May truth inspire the oracle she utters ; 
Prepare -you lor the sentence. See to that. 

[Leaves the scene, 
Oneret Go we with him, dear Lori 1 Shall we not ? 
Lori. To the world's end I follow him and thee ; 
Scarce knowing which I love the best of ye. 
Rea (to Eremó), Would Mona had not, in her frantic 
mood, 
Chosen the wildemess' deep solitude. 
— But thither must we follow ; — you precede ; 
And I wiU after with determined speed. 

[Depart at different sides. 

Re-enter Ibé and Oneret, afterwarda Lori. 

Iré, It Í8 weU bethought. We should not profane 
by haste what ought to be performed with dignity. 
{To Oneret) I knew not, in sooth, I should so soon 
need your service, my pert page. What you have 
observed you have most clearly understood. If your 
diligence keep pace with your intelligence I am well- 
bested. Gro to the palace and advise the princess, f air 
Adone, of our inimediate exody. Say to her so much 
as you have perceived — no more. 

Oneret. I will observe your bidding with most 
righteous strictness, and a celerity that shall witness 
for my zeaL Freíate, farewelL [Exit. 
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Iré, An carnest youth. 

JuorL Must tho swift, of need, win the race t 

IriL No, chilcL 

LorL No — ^nor the strong always conquer in the 
strifo ? 

Iré, Neitlier. 

Lori, Tlion it may be JiojTed that the punished are 
not always tlio guilty. Yet this is what those who 
dooinotl tliera must needs fear — more especially if the 
punishod be killcd ; for then the killing would prove 
to llave been murthor. Would it not 1 

Iré. It would, child, indeed. 

Lori. And what if the doomer himself were a crimi- 
nal in the cause 1 

Iré. Ay, child. That must be thought of, too. 

Lori. What must be thought of, master ? 

Iré. Love condoscends from god to man, from man 
to woman. No woman ever loved who was not first 
beloved. 

Lo7^. Zalonia said often that it was woman who 
really made the elcction, though, in his conceit, man 
arrogated the privilege. 

L'é. Thus — even thus, would she pour balm inte 
the wounds of my conscience. There is but one way, — 
to live no longer ! 

Lori. Yes, there exists another. 
Jré: Whatotherl 
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Lori. To live on, Nay, nay, master, wait, in 
patience, for what may yet happen. Her death, now, 
sudden and mysterious, so stirs my fancy that it sug- 
gests unlimited possibility to prophetic expectation. 

/re. Hope ! hope ! I will shriek it aloud, like the 
wild eagle to the sea and sky. Ay, my dear child, it 
is wise in thee to utter what in me it were madness to 
conceive. Come — come. Ha ve with thee thy harpet. 
Thou hast it í That is welL As we journey, thou 
shídt solace me with thy sweetest numbeá». There — 
see Surial has caparisoned our steeds abeady. Thine 
is a palfrey that prettily befits thy stature. Should 
death overtake one of us on the road, that one will 
be the happier of the twain ! 
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IIL 

TiiB Oracle. 

Hr/mr — A Ctnridor in Prikci Adobí's Pálaee^ 

Lf/ri, 

ConUITum, with arches wide, 
AimI Hoaríng lofty in their príde ; 
A mi Mfíiil|iiuni(l wiili 0uch taste and skill, 
Hiiííh prmli^alíty oí will, 
Aa iivnn Umi (IuIIohí mu»! convince 
\i \n ihn \m\wM of a j)rínce. 
Miirfriiirw nf Uhj orowd without — 
iUxvm^ And wail, and H}irí(;k and shout ! [Betires, 

[Noise of popular tumidt, 

liUMoN and 81RANI meeting, 

Liivwn. Hiill Uio noÍHO continúes. Hall ! la it 
Himid 1 

Htraní. IIkj Hamo. 

TjUTmm. ]íaf4t Hoon tlio Frinccss? 

8¿ranú I liavíi. 

Jyumfm. Wliai nowfl 1 

Si^rani Only íHíh. Mona, tho prophetess, has sént 
inipationt w(;rd ihut nlio doth even purpose an instant 
visitation to her liiglinoHS, moved thereto by a special 
inspiration. 
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Lumon, So — so. At such a time ! 

Sirani, Please you, dismiss me. I must wait upen 
Adone. 

Lumon, Go, sir, by all means. [Sircmi departa, 

Well gone. The time's arrived. Ha ! it compela 
Hither her lord. So good. Eor him have I 
Already soothed to right compliant mood. 
Adon, my lord ! — this way. 

Adon entera, 

Thou best of princes í 

That thy celestial virtues should have failed 
To win the affections of the wayward people, 
Repeats a story never ohsolete. 
— Thy well-advised retirement, f or the righting 
Of some erroneous thoughts, they have misconstrued 
As proud exclusiveness, neglect alike 
Both of thy queen and them. This couple they 
With the oíd tyranny, which now opinión 
Spums at, grown angry with the zeal that lets it. 
You hear the tumult. They Ve unstoned the streets, 
The houses have unfumished, overtumed 
The vehicles that bore the richer sort, 
And whatsoever they could seize upon 
Have made a pile of, barring thoroughfare, 
Defiant of the troops. 
Ado?i, la it a ríot 1 
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Luf/uffi, Moro. 

Affnn, A ruvolt] 

/jirnon, Mor« hüIL Be not deceived — 
'Tin ntvolution. 

A di tu, In thoro hop« ] 

/jiifum. Nono, HAVü 
In ílJ^liL. 

A'íitn, And how. 

¡juvum (li/mninf/ a jxmd), Here, 8ir, 's a seciet way, 
1 foiitül hy ithanco. A piuMagu undergronnd 
\auu\h Ut II chtinibor, whore my provident care 
lliiíi p<rotipMil Honio friun<Ls oí yours, chargod with ihe 

niniinH 
l'iir yonr HiilutiHioncoy and compelled disguise. 
WiMto yon no wonlH ín thanks: but go. 

[Adon oheys. 
lio JH gone. 

[Closing ths pand, 

Adonr aiid Attendants enter, 

Adum, Tho prinoü I Whero is the prince % Was 
ho not huru 1 

Lintwn, Evon bo. 

Adone, Whoro now 1 Tho peril tbickens. Will he 
Not guard bis wife — ^his queen í 

Lmnon, Impossible. 
The prince has fled. 
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Adone, O, selfish care ; — ñor thought 
On me ! Methinks, the tumultos lulled. 

Lumon, Behold 
The cause. 

Mona enters^ attended toifh Deacons of both sexes. 

Ádone. Thanks, Mona. 

Mona, Thank not me ; but that 
Oracular spirit which commanded me 
Thus to come forth. My presence here has been 
Far more than armies. The desert prophetess, 
Ciad, in the eyes of faith, with robes of power, 
Appeared ; and crouching f ury, spaniel-like, 
Licked her adoréd feet. I lead thee thus, 

[Taking Adone hy the hand. 
To sanctuary. 

Lumon (aside), Fickle herd ! (Aloud) O, pardon me ; 
My way is eastward. I would see the streets 
Cleared of the crowd. 

Adone, 'Twill be a service. 

Mona, Go. [Lumon goes. 

That heretic, f air princess — Soft, who stays us ? 

Oneret entersy disguised as Jüva, struggling 

with Eremo. 

Adone, Why thus enfoice him forward \ la thia 
part 

i 
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Of the street-quarrel 1 If it be, submit, 
As those without, to the dread hermitess, 
Armed with the prophet-spell. 

Oneret Great princess, listen — 
We both are from the Temple : I from Iré, 
Tne lawfiü prelate ; h« from her, from Kea, 
The usurping schismatic. It chanced, we met : 
He picked a quarrel with me on the point 
Of precedence. The orthodox Rea had, 
It seems, already, in his thought, dethroned 
The unopposing Iré. But not so — 
For Iré sent me, princess, to acquaint thee 
He had set forth upon a pilgrimage 
To Mona's oracle. But Mona's self, 
I see, is here ; — not in her desert cave. 

Adone. Thou'st said. Speak thou. 

Ereino, In Mona's train I came. 

Mona, With my authority I shield the man. 
He sought my cell, a deacon of the temple, 
Held in high estimation hy myself 
And Rea — an undouhted friend to truth, 
An unsuspected, guileless celihate. 
Yon youth I know f or one mistaught of Lori, 
Tlie root of contest in this hapless strife, 
Which must be quenched. War in the State admits 
No question in the Church. Behoves it henee, 
Juva — for so they cali the upstart youth — 
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Should suffer bonds. Here, deacons, bind him fast, 
Ñor set him free, iiiitü I give the word. 

Oneret Wherein have I transgressed 1 Let me with 
speed 
Follow forth Iré, and remand his steps. 

Mona. Thou art daintily equipped f or f orest traveL 

Chieret, Scorn ! Now, 1 know thee. Farewell, 
chüdhood's f aith ! 
No oracle but echoes to thy heart ; 
II that speak not, the agéd world is dumb. 
A prophetess ! Iré shall know thy fídsehood. 
Infant surprise, with glance uptumed, regards 
The household fly as 'twere a wingéd spirit, 
Eut older eyes perceive the wonder common. 

Mema, Take him away. [Oneret is led <mtJ\ What 
admiration's this, 
Pair princess 1 Lean on me. I shall be found 
Equal to every trial. Fear not thou. 

Seene changas. 
Iré and Sürial, followed hy Lori. 

Lari, The temple gardens once again, 
With hill and water, wood and plain. 

Iré. Gone from her desert cave! Who said he 
could 
Interpret well the reason ] 
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Surial. It was L 
The spirít moved Mona to foisake her oell. 
And baste to Uxmal ; — wheiennto she carne 
In time to stem the waves oí leyolution. 

Iré, Indeed — indeed. If tnith thns shows in her, 
'Tis Heaven has hither sent the oracle 
I went to seek. My soid is satisfíed. 
• Lorí. But who comes heie 1 — ^My pupil nnder gnaidl 

Iré, What, Juval 

Re-enter Oneret, guardecL 

Wheref ore is this ? Unbind him 

Oneret. Nay, let my anns remain thns coided, since 
Tis Mona's bidding. Her all-seeing eye 
No guilt was 80 occult migbt e'er evade. 

Iré. What gmlt ? 

Oneret. A two-fold guilt 

Iré. Two-fold ! What guilt ? 

Oneret. That I was Lori's pupil, and your missive. 

Iré. She has decided then, Ñor lack her words 
Proper credentiak in the miracle 
Late done upon the riotous multitude. 
O, power divine ! that even with f ar-off look 
Has gazed my heart to ashes. 

Oneret. Listen further. 
Ere je anived, Eremo gained her cell. 
^ü eje it was looked on you. His, \5aft \«i\^<?^ 
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That gave her knowledge. Power divine none else. 
Her cuiming, prompt to action, did the rest. 

Iré. Unbind him straight By the god's ñame in me, 
Not yet extinct, though smitten, I command you, 
As ye would shun the deadly shaft of him 
Whom flying ye pnrsue. Is he unbound ] 

[They unbind Oneret. 
Ha ! ha ! I see ye know me f or your pontiff. 

Lori. Shoot not behind thee, master, but bef ore : 
They '11 shun thy bow,.like that of death — or love. 
For note it well, dear master — note it well : 
(Sings) Love and death are the ñames of one 
Who else were nameless ever — 
The shoulder of the hunter sun, 
Sustains a ray-full quiver : — 
Death and life one likewise be — 
Both are one, O love ! in thee. 
And truth, dear master, is another word, with the same 
dear oíd meaning still. 

Iré (abdraded), O what death here chokes mte ! 
While love o'erfloods my heart ! Truth, too, is passion ; 
And no mere form serene. Life's all ! These hairs, 
Agonized life ! nerves, brain and soul ! The temple — 
There ! — rsacred calm is there ! 

[Slowly goes into the temple. 
Oneret Why speaks not Iré 
"With the oíd voice of hia authority \ 
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Lr/ri. Thon shonldst be slain f or being iimocent ; 
TLb now the only sin. 

Oneret, A smt 

LorL E'er since 

Zalonia died. There's many a pretty thing 
That I could teach thee. Floweis that fáde in spríng 
Had wintery birth. He who wonld live anew, 
Should die to ancient custom. Who'd love trae, 
Should die to all but one. Hell must be trod 
By him who*d die to earth and rise a god. 

Oneret Shrewd teaching, this ; — by whom was't 
taught to thee % 

Lori. Who taught me? — ^why, a snowdrop on its 
death bed, 
One mom, last April twelvemonth. 

Re-enéer Iré, wüh Adone and Sirani. 

Iré. Where is Mona 1 
She should be with thee, . . . was. She shuns me— 

Heavens ! 
Am I a thing accursed 1 Constraint is on thee^ 
Or thou wouldst freely answer. 

Adone. To her power 

The people bow. Her prophet mantle guarda 
My person*s safety. Other hope is none, 
Seoing my lord has fled. 

Iré, Then here stend I, 

Primate oí üxmal I LbI \veTae\i, tVea., «si»w«t— 
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The prophet's spirit subject to the prophet, 
Herself my subject, subject is to me. 

Ádane, You are not, then, apostate from the faith í 

Iré. Behold me. Faithíul to the feith of ages, 
My spirit, in an attitude erect, 
Became the channel of the lightning's current, 
That spared the shrine, but smote the worshiper. 
I hold the keys of life and death ! 

Adone. What yet í 

The people shunned tradition. Lumon ruled 
With his new truths. Men read thy secret heart 
And pitied its deep woe. 

Iré, My heart ! — My heart 
Is dead ! Away ! — Till breathed upon anew, 
It hath no resurrection. Know, my heart 
Is buried in a gorgeous pyramid. 
And sleeps a charméd sleep. Not so my soul ! 
Awake, it will be heard in all its power. 
Let Mona tremble ; and beware, in time. 
Body and soul she yielded ; — ^would remand. 
Would she í For her own sake, I curb her will. 
At once, prove she obedient, else she dies I 
Adone, Look, where she comes. 

IMer Mona, attended. 

Iré, Well come. Hail, prophetess ! 

Mona, Hail, sovran pontiff ! "be tkj \!V^^sva% q^tüs^^. 
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Iré, Be blesséd. But we sought thy oracle, 
Ñor knew ourself thus honoured. "We had told thee 
What now thou knowst j how Rea, bent on schism, 
Had aiined at our authority. In mercy, 
We spared her usurpation, and, in wisdom, 
Referred the cause to your decisión. Well I 

Mona, Well 1 'Tis a little thing that she requires— 
That Lori's songs profane our shrine no more. 

Iré, A little thing ! 

Mona, Come, you discem not what 
Is patent to the general eye and ear. 
The songs of love find echoes in your bosom ; 
They come to you like voices from an um ; 
Speaking, in music, of a paradise 
Attained by happy spirits. From Lori's shell, 
Issue such murmurs as from ocean's own, 
Telling of distant waves that shaped it once. 

Iré, Sweet music ! — heavenly murmurs ! 

Mona, Hear them not^ 
Be deaf as are the dead. 

Iré, When you are dumb 1 — 
!Not hear them, Monal Why, they fill the woild, 
And make our beiiig but a replication 
To the full orbéd universe, still movinar 
In the high state of harmony, on— on ! 
Not heai them ? Hear them ye ! And, in the sounds, 
Seek and ñná joy etemaL 
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Swríal, Can it be ? 

Iré, Time and destraction leave to their own work. 
Be ours to renovate the frame of Nature, 
And live in friendship ; binding men to us, 
So may they love the heavens that love the earth, 
And make their brídal happy. 

Mona. Heavens and earth ! 
You'd have us share in your apostacy. 

Iré, Apostacy í Nay, I will not be wroth — 
Not even a loving anger — lest I crush 
What I would cherish in the cherishing. 
To the completeness of thy mental power, 
Which I have ever noted, I will trust, 
That truth and love in their integrity 
Will all unveil to thee, when comes the season 
Appointed by themselves. 

Mima, I may not hear thee. 

Eremo (from the Temple) entera, 

What now 1 

Eremo, Kea, the priestess has retumed. 

Iré, Eremo, you have wronged me. ííe'ertheless, 
Take this in sign of pardon. Here*s my hand. 
A hearty clasp. A very hearty clasp — 
A wondrous hearty clasp. Why, man, thy hand 
Scarce presses on my palm. A lif eless hand, 
With neitber pulae ñor feeling. 
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Ereino. Sir, what would you ? 

Iré. Why, this. A hand with a friend's soul in 
Which here I find not. But enough of this, 
Since here comes Bea, the arch-prelatess. 

Eea^ attended^ entera. 

Iré, Ángel of love ! if thou the paient art 
Of virtuous sentiment and generous thought, 
Visit this haughty spirit ; soften it, 
Like wax in thy great heat, impressing so 
Thy glorions image on its fluid mould ! 
— Now, Mona, speak to her. 

Rea, As you have taught her 1 
8ubomer of the oracle, 'twould seem, 
Should judge between us ! 

Iré, Evil thinkers draw 
üpon themselves the evil they suspect. 
{To Eremo) Was't you were the subomerl 

Eremo. In the cause 
Of ancient faith, no stratagem should shame 
The trae believer. 

Iré, Not with shame, but pride, 
You triumph in your fault. 

Mona. Fault ? In your judgment, 
Convention is the error of the past. 
While Lamon prompts rebeUion in our streets, 
You field to doubt beside the iane •,— «sA ^ 
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Hastens to ruin. 'Tis but a choir-boy silenced, 
And all is nght again. 

Iré, What ! quench the spark 
Of poet inspiration, thus, as 'twere, 
With despot foot ? Come hither, child. WTiat, Lori, 
Put out the light that in thy spirit sliines, 
And kindles up thy aspect like a god's, 
XJntil I dreaipL of thy divinity 1 
For all thy sweetness tum oppressor to thee, 
And make thee sweeter by thy suffórance ! 
O, they are scant of policy, methinks, 
And fain would have thee worshipt. 

Rea, Would you mock us 1 

Iré, You'd have my soul uncurtainedl You shaU 
have it. 
Through the rent hangi^gs, look into its holiest ! 
There is no image 8ee^, no idol worship - 
The adorable therein is felt alone, 
And only felt by me. The dead are absent, 
Although immortal — ^present, not to sight, 
But to the yeaming soul. Pierce through the heart ; 
It veils its secret. Slay me and dissect me, 
You shall find nothing. 

Mima, Nothing í But that nothing 
Is still Zalonia's spirit. That same nothing 
Is an infinitude, that stül inspires 
TFi¿¿ an etemaJ longing your desirea. 
I've spoken, now ; Fve been oiaeiúaT \ i 
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Iré. Then, be it so. 

Mona, If that thy curse invoked Zalonia's death, 
Now, peal it forth, to siunmon down thy own ; 
For thou like her hast sinned. 'Tis love, not duty, 
Absorbs thy traitor heart. 

Iré. Not traitor. No ! 
By the Etemal, no ! No traitor heart, — 
No rebel heart ; — a martyr's 'tis, I strike ! 

Rea, Duty should conquer love. 

Iré. Not conquer love, 
But conquer passion. Never duty, yet, 
Wrestled with love. "Where but affection leads, 
Then duty foUows by a law divine. 

Mona. You're mad, or else possessed by evil powers, 
That aid in you the license of the times. 
Spare thou thyself ; Zalonia's doom was murther. 

Iré. My doom killed not, but it translated her. 
This know I by the hope that filis my soul — 
So may it be with me ! I loved Zalonia ! 
Let the spheres ring it out, and space resound it, 
From world to world within the infinite ! 
Far in the wildemess where they have laid her, 
Entempled in the pyramid. Ay, thither 
These feet shall speed. Ye will not tell me where ; 
But love should find her, though concealed in Hades. 
Be sure, it shall ! By her sarcophagus, 
III bow myself. I'U look upon her form — 
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111 gaze upon her features, till they kindle 

With the full life 111 throw into my eyes, 

Draining my heart of alL What do these robes 

Upon these scorching limbs ? A little while, 

1*11 bear their torment ; — but a little while, 

For there I'll cast it off^ this wretched yoke — 

This sacerdotal lie — ^that would ice over 

The river of quick life, and.think it si)ort 

To spum its frozen surface. O, ye Heavens ! 

Be patient with me till this travaü 's o'er — 

Then set me free — I ask of ye no more ! [Rushea out. 

Rea. We'U to the temple. 

A done. To the palace, I. 

Mona. And deanse our thoughts from his impiety. 

Scene changas. 

Now for the Wüdemess. — First view 
A Londy Forest Avenue. 

Adon, attired as an ludían Wairior. 

Adon. I have arrayed me in this savage garb — 
My limbs half naked, and my head all bare — 
To baffle my pursuers. Social feuds 
Remand us back to nature, and throw man 
Prone on his mother's bosom, earth's I mean. 
And make him draw his nourishment from thence, 
As in the civil infancy of states. 



r 
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This haply is the moral of my fate, 
Which tracing thns, I feel the moie content. 
— But, whist ! I must to shelter. Lo, the skies 
Grow loríd for a storm. Tve watched it coming. 
Silence has long since hushed the wildemessy 
Expectant of the tempest. No dainty shower, 
No gentle gale, pours here, or scatters babn : 
Bat lightningy wide as the entire expanse, 
Gleaves in the midst the o'erhanging fírmament. 
And flashes down a sulphnrous cataract ; 
Then, thunder-^such, men fear the skies may fall, 
And cmsh them, peal on peal, as it rolLs on — 
Sieging the trembling vault incessantly ; 
While blow the winds from every point of air — 
Tomadoes, humcanoes, fierce monsoons. 
— ^To shelter then, though with the frightened bear ; 
For in such seasons even the lion quails. 

Scene changes, 

Nexiy deep toUhin the Desert hidé 
The Interior of a Pyramid, 

Zalonia, lying on a couchy watched hy Xana 
and other Maidens. 

Juana. She'U soon awake. Death looks like sleep;— 
this sleep, 
Like death — sleep by that f ar-off power induced 
Whose magic'a boundl^s, mexciüuül'j ^ifififtL, 
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Sinoe it tliis kind of resorrection grants 

To the tram^ieasing soul, whom it lemoyee 

Only from that which tempts. Wake up — ^wake up, 

Faii marble saint ! and live to light, to love. 

SONG \Mu8Íc\. 

Live to light, fair slumberer ; 

Life is but a world of sleep, 
Where we dream we dieaming are, 

Or awake to smüe, to weep. 

Zalonia {waMng), Where, and how live 1 1 Death- 
doomed, died I not í 
Is this the life we die to í — the new birth ] 
Is this to be immortal ? Yet these limbs ! 
Your's also, who are with me 1 Could I guess 
So little difference 'twixt two kinds of life 1 
Deoeive me not. 
Xana. You live, and have not died. 
Zalonia, Has lie spared me, or the distant king 1 
Xana, That king apares always ; — ^but remo ves, not 
kills. 
Thou now art in the desert pyramid. 
Here, take the scroU wherein thy story's writ, 
And self-instmcted, apare me needless speech. 

[Oiving scrolL 
Zalonia (having read it). I have reod ül — aad lead 
ín all, deapair ! 
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Parted froin Iré, I am dead to hope — 
For lovelees hope is soulless ; but a corsé : 
And hopeless love, a disembodied ghost, 
Is a perpetual sigh, a lost desire. 

Xana, Had he not thought thee dead, he h 
foUowed thee. 
Well deemed the prince, that nothing but despair, 
In Ire's heart, would blot thy image out — 
A night so thick no star might pierce the gloom. 

2kU(mia, O, night, indeed ! This darkness now 
mine; — 
Mine, his ; — and both are wretched. 

Xana, Out ! alas ! 
The glory of the temple fades away, 
The altar crumbles, and the god departs. 

Zalmiia, What new perplexity 1 My Iré wretchi 
And yet the shrine subverted í He a martyr, 
And yet his god dethroned 1 The book is closed, 
If this be so, of man's great destiny ! 

Xana, Tradition died with thee — and Iré's pow( 
Spake its own doom with thine. He rules no more 
Beside the serpent's fane. 

Zálonia, O, love and fate ! 
Hath f aith thus perished in your blended fires 1 

Xana, It hath— it hath. 

Zalonia. His love fiíst kindled mine. 
Tbe Sxe, tíiiw lit on the domea^.vi^ieasíes^ 
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Became a conflagration ! What should cherish, 

Why has it thus the potence to consume 1 

His heart slaj mine, and slay religiones too ! 

O, doubtful gift ! O, death that smiles like life ! 

O, hate that bears the semblance of sweet love ! 

Grave that appears a garden ! False-faced grief 

That wears joy^s mask ! Wherefore should poison 

hive 
In such a seenjiighoney-cabinet — 
Wherefore should hell thus look as it were heaven 1 

Xana» 'Tis rebel terror makes calamity. 
Such panic sometimes strikes the meaner herds, 
But ne'er should seize on reasonable man. 
To distant ages shall the ñame be cursed 
Of Iré, the Apostate ! 

2jalonia, Blind of soul ! 

Thou seeest not the glorious wreath, ordained 
To make his brow look kingly. Now, 'tis weaving 
By heavenly virgins, while reclining softly 
On rainbow steps, that lead unto the throne 
Where love sits smüing. 

Xana, Speak you thus of him, 
Whose sin hath wrecked us all 1 

Zalonia, What should I say 
Of him that loves me, whom I love, but this ] 
His merits justify the excess of madness. 
Though Iré. stand upon the altar' s ruin *, 
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TTpon the ruin of our hopes, our loves, 

That altar first was built. The hearts it crushed, 

Yet lived, lived in their agony, and heaved, 

As with an earthquake, undemeath the load. 

A mountain from our bosom's is thrown off 1 

But where is Iré 1 Better I were dead 

Than he thus absent. Iré, where art thou 1 

Comes he not hither, let me die again — 

Let me drink of the draught that bringeth sleep, 

The sleep none wakes from. Find me means of death, 

Or, let me with an obstínate remorse, 

Shut out the taste of food, until I grow 

A monument within this monument ; 

So when they seek the chamber where I sit, 

My rigid corsé show like an effigy. 

Xana, O, lady — lady. 

Zalonia, Death, my bridegroom, bring, 
Or bring me Iré. 

Xana. Lady, leave this chamber. 
That couch, those mutes, all make thee think of death, 
Which is but as a dream. — 
There's one within 
Far better suited to thy state of grief . 

Zalonia, Is Iré there 1 

Xana, Alas ! 

Zalonia, Thou pitiest me ! 
Get news oí him, and 1 wiü go m>i\iVSafifc. 
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IV. 

The Wilderness. 

me — A Rapid ín the foresta see, 

Poura down its ton^ents fearfvlly, 
üpon its topniost edge appears^ 
A ligM canoe^ and downward bears, 
SJwt like an arrowfrom a bow. 
And safely finds itself helow, 

! canoe is directed hy Oneret, who, on its restinga 

leapsfrom it, 

Oneret 

AM in search of Iré. He escaped me. 
Him from afar I saw take bark like this, 
lash that foaming terror heedless down. 
> precipitation and the peril ! 
►wed him, thank heaven, with safety too, 
nd Surial both were 'tendant on him : 
[ives me hope. Ho, there ! I see a form. 

Unter Surial. 

! Surial í— Where is Iré ] 

tal, Wild with passion, 

iinged into the darkest of the woods, 

tbeir deptha he best might áhoxLti it ioi^. 
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HÍ8 heart is wild, and seeks the wildest spots 
From sympathy. Twas wonderful to hear 
How he communed with nature in the f orest ; 
What mysteries he spake, as if to spirits. 
None might, save Lori, speak to him. The boy, 
From infancy, has leamed his thoughtful habit, 
And apprehends him with strange aptitude. 
Stand back. They re-appear. They come this way. 

Ibb and Loki enter. 

Iré, A deeper solitude, ye lonely wdds ! 
A darker horror, O, ye frpwning woods ! 
Ye cannot be more lonely than my soul — 
More awful than the heart deprived of heaven — 
Lef t in a labyrinth of doubts and f ears. 
Come, night, thyself ! Come, silence, such as was 
Ere the great fiat ! Let me be the sign 
Of deprivation only ; ñor f eel aught 
That is, till new créate. 

Lori, By night and silence, 
This indigence we suffer is enough; 
We starve, unless we hunt. Leam this from leve : 
He sends his shaft right through the bleeding heart 
I dreamed last night that he had thus pierced joras, 
When straight the arrow he had sped enflamed it, 
Aiid^ while 'twas burning, from thy heart he plucked, 
And gave it to Zalonia *, -wlio, m ici^c, 
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Cook it for food — and ate it. Whereupon, 
Love wept and vanished. 

[Sur ¿al and Oneret consiUt apart ; Sur ¿al goes oíd. 
Iré, Thunder down for ever, 
íe miglity waters ! O, thou shuddering air, 
Uonfess love's essence in their thrilling impulse I 
For suddenly he cometh. Yet, ye live — 
Can feel the living touch : ye are full of life. 
That ye have life — she none : O, oh, the pity ! 
rhat ye should love — she not ; O, passing wonder ! 
Ye are not like Zalonia, motionless. 
— So faii*, so gentle, and so young to perish ! 
[nsensible to speech, to loving pressure, 
Continué still your flowing ecstasy. 
I may not stop the action of your loves, 
For conseerated walls have been my prison, 
And I am alien to you. Nature, tremble ! 
Death is among thy forests : I am he — 
A stranger to the life that here breathes freely. 
Open thy arms and take me to thy bosom, 
As thou hast taken her. O, deserts cruel, 
That hide Zalonia's tomb from eyes like these, 
Weeping their separation. Ever saw ye 
Such gushing founts of sorrow] Be ye patient, 
And by your pity my huge grief be hallowed ! 

Lori (aside), Men hide their povetty ixoxa. n^\^ 
sJiame: 

i 
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Wear face of joy, yet waste away at heart. 

(Aloud) Death merits all reproach, but none the desert 

Suri AL retums and talks with Onbbbt. 

Ah, me ! dear master ! {Singa.) 

Foe to pity, death too stem, 

Misery's sire, sin's dark god ; 
Hide thy MTongs in desert dem, 

Lest thy sceptre prove a rod ; 
And the lo ver, like a child, 

Put the pedant churi to shame ; 
Añd the changéd world, grown mild, 

Say, O, death 1 thou art to blame. 

Long since poor love put pilgrim habit on, 
And wept for his subverted sovranty. 

Oneret (apart), Even such a place. 

Surial. Even such. 

Oneret. It shall do well. 

Iré. My eyes no more shaU look upon the lovely : 
Thus downcast, shall avoid the sight of woman. 

Oneret (coming fonoard), Well stead me, then, my 
masculine attire ! — 
Who's there ? 

Lori. Two pilgrims, known to you by ñame, 
Not nature. Better known than one of you 
To one of us. 
0nereí (taire). Sii — b\i\ TVi^ m^\. ^otaa^ qiv\ 
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We must to refuge from the creatures wild, 

That prowl in darkness. We have looked on thinf^ 

That only made the day more beautiful. 

Dense shubbery clothing the impending steeps, 

With pine and peartree decked, and on the plains 

The panther, antelope and buíFalo, 

Chasing each other in their frolic sport ; 

The prairie dog, or panting lazüy, 

With tongiie outloUing, waiting the alami, 

Or else afoot, and swift in the pursuit 

Of elk, or deer, or bird of gorgeous plume. 

But now the snake and wolf the season claim, 

Their hour of revel comes, and man their prey. 

The evening star shines in the tumbling waters, 

Reflected for our waming. 

Iré, Let the stars 

Shine softly on ravine and precipice, 

Whiles I look on them. O, the sun at noon, 

His perpendicular radiance darted down, 

On my haré head, and heated so my brain, 

That I was faint with fever. Let this cool 

Fulfil its healing office. ííow, the dead, 

In twilight, may appear, and visit me ; 

My heart's wüd hopo, Zalonia yet may live, 

Contenting thus. She lives immortally ; 

I feel her spirit haunts these forest glades — 

She hath become their genius. 

¥ 1 
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Oneret. Hath she so ? 
Then let me guide thee to a sort of nook 
May be her special shrine : a cave so quaint, 
A niche it seems within a chapeFs walls, 
Where we might place her statue. To my fancy 
Yield thy sage judgment, Iré ; — for in this, 
Tis certain love suggests. 

Iré, A pensive sigh 

I heard even now. Was't f rom my heart, or thine 1 
Or came it from the dell ] Spake you of such 1 
Some bowery comer where phantasma wander, 
And dreams take shape before uncloséd eyes. 
Tve no self-mastery now. My children, lead me. 
Iré has been ; — not is. 

LorL All will be well. 

His fancy has in her*8 a counter-spell. 

Scene changes, 

A savage Cave within the Dell, 
Monada deserted Oracle, 

Adone, Lümon and Eremo. 

Adone, Thanks, thanks, Eremo. This was Moni 
cell. 
Her hermit-home may sure our lodging be. 
O, weary chase ! Sir, go thou forth again, 
And 'finding txaces of the fugitivos, 
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ka heaven grant you may, haste back to us, 
Ere darkness hinder possibility. 

Eremo (going). I will. 

Adone. The flight of Iré, and the Piince, 
Leaves me no faith — no chart to guide me by. 
Both sufferers from doctrines opposite, 
And wrecked in the colusión. Thou, thyself, 
From the quelled people glad to hide awhile. 

Lumon. Their disappointment they might wreak on 
me. 

Adone. From these mÍ8shapen elements 'twere wise 
To fashion some new use. Find we prince Adon, 
I shape a saving project. If he deem, 
The people are with thee, thy cause is his — 
His, by adoption. Once the fact proclaimed, 
They who seek Ire^s Ufe, must yield their own. 
Ire*8 conversión would secure a triumpL 
But see, Eremo 1 There he beckons us. 

[Hasfening out, 

Lumon (alone), What, loves she Adon still? — frames 
a device, 
Would have him lead, me foUow ! Nay, subject me 
To Iré's rule ! ShaU principies change hands. 
And truth make champions of its enemies, 
Pushing its earliest teachers to-aside ] 
Forbid it, gratitude ! — ^Forbid it, pride ! 
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Scene changes, 
A loilderneas of trees, fhat stand 
LiJcs sJiafts in a catJiedrál grand. 
Whose átate man seldoni here invades, 
Yet not inviólojte these shades, 
See, títere a spot admits tJie sky — 
A forest Clearing His ; and nigh 
An Indian hnt, forsahen quite, 
Offers its shélter for the night. 

íSüRiAL enters and crosses into the htd, fóllowed by 

Iré, Onbret and LoRi. 
Ofieret. We've missed the place. Yet Providence is 
good. 
Ifere^s trace of man, though savage; there, his 

dwelling, 
'rhough simple and uncouth. Here may we rest 
Iré. Man hath no resting-place on earth, save one. 
Oneret, The visionary fit is on him stilL 
Sliake ofF this moody dream, and come with us. 
Iré. Nay, your compassion is my enemy. 
Oneret. Say, rather, friend and guardián. 
Iré. Much err ye, 
lu thinking shelter needful from the night, 
And things that love the night. What though their howl 
Sounds dismally, why should we he afraid 1 
For Í8 not man their monarch-'^ XiiSNíet that 
Ifthey ohey not, 'tis "because \Aievi Vm^ 
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First disobeyed, and hated his own nature ; 

Whence theirs engendered borrowed enmity. 

Wliat need I f ear ? I am in love with all. 

My heart, my eyes are f ountains of love's sweetness, 

Though now they flow with sorrow. Love ye not í 

When ye stand by, I feel love's influence, 

As if your hearts in silence were communing, 

And wrought a spell about, which, glancing from you, 

Made me partake in your felicity. 

Oneret Thou wouldst not let us leave thee, were 
it so : 
For we mtíd enter that forsaken hut. 
Surial is there, already. Wherefore, Lori, 
Hast thou been silent ) 

Lori. Wherefore comes not Surial 1 
I have heard other voices than our own. 
Hath he found Indian fellowship 1 So ho ! 

Surial {appearing in frord of the hut). So ho ! 

Lori, So far, so good : — ^but nearer, better. 

Surial (advancing). An Indian warrior's master of 
the tent, 
And holds it for his citadel. 

Oneret, Is he 
Alone? 

Surial, Alone. Nor hath he kin or child, 
Parent, or wife, or brother — ^in himself 
AU ofhia race. 
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Lori. ni in, and question further 
Tliis savage mystery. Stay ye here awbile. 

[Ooea into the huí. 

Iré, Iñ the child gone ? He singa not, as of oíd, 
But utters common speech. Ye spake of one 
Who held direct his lineage from creation, 
And had no human binding. To be free, 
And thus irrelative, is to be great ; 
In soul and limb, no greater and no less ; 
Absolute man, lord of the wilderness, 
The mighty waters, and the circling sky. 
— The f orest-beasts, ye see, have worshipt him. 

Lori re-enters with Adon, stül disguised. 

Would I had been thus nurtured ! 

Adon. My ñame is Dama. 
My lair was with the lion. Who are ye 1 
I thought there was no man but one — ^myself. 

Iré, Lovest thou thy solitude for sorrow's sake, 
Or is it native to thee 1 

Ad&n, Love and sorrow, 

Birth, solitude and being ! These be themes, 
Which the great Spirit of the Wood discourses 
To the attentive souL At earth's own paps 
I drank the plenteous streams. I sprang to manhood 
And threw existence from me, like a god. 
Words fonned themselves, and I pronounced **I love I" 
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Iré. Wereyoubeloved] 

A don, Then carne an echo back, 
But it was empty. 

Iré, Spake you yet againl 

Adon. I mused in silence till a dream carne to me ; 
I had embraced it, but was rudely wakened. 

Iré, What heathen hand put out a dream's young Ufe 1 
An innocent dream, as delicate as air ; — 
A rapturous thought, that to the thinker came 
Unbidden ; in whose fine deliciousness 
Time melted down to moments 1 — Who did this 1 
Bring f orth the murtherer, and let hím die ! 

Adon, Die on the battle-field. I am a wamor ; — 
"Would meet him hand to hand. 

Iré, Nay, hear me out. 
As well even kill a man as kill a dream. 
Each act of being^s quick with lustrous life ; 
Quench that, quench this. With each idea stiñed, 
A world's destroyed. 

Lori, Let*s in to sleep, then, master ; 
Lest we such dreams prevent. 

Iré. No— dream awake ! 
Dream ye awake — as I do. Dream awake I 

Adon. Mine was a dream by day. I gazed upon 
The beautif ul, and could not choose but love ; 
Listened to music, and was ravished. When 
The night retumed, the Beautif ul was not : 
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A mortal lav beside me on my couch. 
Twas not the goddess I adored by day — 
Bul a mere woman. 

Iré, íSleeping, by my hopes 
You did not daré to wake her ? That is welL 
You let her dream ? It was your goddess, though, 
Albeit you knew her not. Man's love first makes 
Woman a goddess ; bis fidelity 
Preserves her such for ever. Much I fear 
That you had slain some dream you should bave 

cberished. 
Die ! die ! — for thou art guilty ! 

Lon\ See, he trembles. 
The trees cry out upon him ; let him die ! 
— ^There is a light Tth* f orest. Who comes hither ? 

Adon, Tis Justice with the conscience for a torch, 
Newly enkindled. I know them by this tremor — 
This sickness of the heart ; but ask not pity, 
When scorn forbids it life. 

Oneret (anxiously, to Iré). Spake you bis doom 1 

Adons and Erbmo enter, the latter hearing a torch. 

Iré. Look — look! 
Oneret, Stay there. 

Adone, Well met. Three know we. Who 
The other 1 

Adon. Dama. Mother Earth so called me 
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The daj she gaye me birth. She made my flesh 
Red as her own ; lit wild fire in my eye, 
A famace in my tosom. Letmepaas. 

Adone, Herds Iré witli the sayage and the night 1 

Adon, Night lights this Temple up with stars íór 
creaseis; 
And Dama is its príest. 

Adone, Since fled the loyed ones, 
Sleep visits not our eyes. 

Adon, Dama would slumber. 

Iré, I need not sleep. If Dama doth, he's guiltless. 

Adone, Let him rest where he will. But, Irej thou 
Come with us twain to Mona's oracle. 
There haye we made like her our hermitage, 
And there can rest in saf ety. 

Iré, No — ^no — ^no ! 
I must see justice done upon this Cainite. 

Adone. Nay, go with ns. 

Iré, TU watch him while he áleeps, 
And leam what 'tis he dreams oí. To his tent. 
The night is chilly — I will to his tent. 

Adone. Then we must with him. Soon the mom 
will break. 
"We'll seek the hermitage, then. 

Adon, Dama would slumber. 

Iré. Come — come. Keep silence ; f or we must be just. 

[All go irdo the hut excepf JSremo, 
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&iet LüMOov. 
LmnoH. Hist, hist, Eremo ! 
Erema, Hush — I aw too. Wdl 

m 

Toa cune not sooDsr f «wwmid. 

Lunum. Adon's rnaaquing 
Is of the besL In his half nakedneGS 
He looks the Autochton noblj. Erpectation 
Is £ar exoeeded in him, mnd disgoiae 
More than is wont thos baffles reoognitioiL 
But — (else I labour idly, and defraad 
My heait of its mnch needed fee) — ^the princesa 
We mugt itom. him Inie henea It must be done. 

Eremo. Yon speak to ene who needs no auriscalp 
To catch Your slightest whisper. 

Lumon, Only through me 
^fay Mona, or Eea, hope to head against 
The cause of Iré. Should Adone shield it, 
And win her lord to sanction — (as may be, 
An she have leisnre to examine him. 
And, on such hints as love is piegnant in, 
Pierce through his paint and trappings) — even my 

cunning 
May fail to mend the error. You perceive 1 

Eremo. Most perfectly. 

Lumon. Bring her then f orth to me. 

Eremo. Adone? 

Lumon, Her I mean. Are you so dull 1 

[Er&mo 'pasees into the hut. 
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Now seem I false. Yet, ne'ertheless, my cause 
Abandon not ; but it to harbour saf ely, 
Myself being pilot, bring ; wbere ignorance, 
More shallow than tlie waters that we fear, 
Would shelve it on the coast. 
How loiter they — 

Sluggiah as man, when patíent earth is erusted 
With frost like tinsel, and each tiny sprig 
Wears winter's wool for blossoms. 
Come, at length 

ErUer Adone. 

Adone, How now í 

Lumon, To Mona's cave, without delay, 
Haste back ; — for Ire's enemies are there, 
Mona and Kea, guarded well and foUowed, 
Their hearts of malice f uU. Hie back, at once, 
And cheat their fell pursuit. Say, that in vain 
You searched in this direction ; and divert 
The bloodhounds from the scent. Thus Iré speeds 
In safety to the east ; while westward they 
Wander in error. — Why stand you in doubt 1 
{Aside) Then must I lie while yet I speak a truth. 
(^Aloud) Then, know, upon the route I have seen your 
lord. 

Adone, My lord, prince Adon ? 
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Lumcm. 'Eren sol Speed, theieíarey 
If Toa wonld hñxe mil prosper. 
Adone, Qmck ! lead on ! 

[They go. The moming is geen to break 
in fhe qpen space, near the huf-. 



Re-entrr Lobi, Iré, Subial, Oxebet and Adon. 

Lori {sings), 

Within the sky, above the Clearíng, 
The daTspring throügh the douds is peermg. 
Oneret. Xay, who can sleep, now moming clipbs 
the clouds. 
And light bieaks through them, like the blessM tmth 
Through once dark oradles, and dim even jet, 
Thongh glowing with its ardonr ; while the bieeze, 
Soít-springing, chaunts its réquiems to the night, 
And joy weeps néctar in the new-fallen dew 
That spangles earth's green robe with diamond dropsi 
Who now would sleep solicit % 

Adon. Katnre calis 

On man to wake with her ; meanwhile, complains 
That he in cities disregards the pomp 
Oí rising snns. The earthbom in the wilds 
Worships the daily marveL 
Lori, He, the marvel 1 — 
Or else a lover, or an idiot ! 
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Iré. A priest — a god ! 
Lori, An idiot, with a heart-bum 
That he mistakes f or love ; a marvellous idiot, 
That lets his love consume love's seat, with water 
Enongh in *8 brain to quench the fire in 's heart. 

Iré. The poeta yet shall be the kings of the world, 
And govem it with music. 

Adon (addressing the Sun), Miracle ! 
•Thou art a god ! 

Lori, Whose god is a familiar, 
Himself s the miracle, whose ignorance 
Seeks wonders in the common. 

Iré. Stand aside 
While we confer. I will ordain this man 
The priest of an imperishable f aith. 
Listen, Idolater ! 

Adon. Thy majesty 
Homage commands, O, Sun ! which thus can hide 
The spirit thou adorest. Lo ! thou kneelest 
Evon in that glorious chariot, wheeling up 
The bridge of heaven. 

Lori (aings). 

His idol, ye hear, is shattered ; 
Its glory, proved false, is scattered — 
The unbeheld power behind 
Has stricken the Sun-god blind. 
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Adon, O, mystery of the unseen, 
That still haunts Dama's soul ! O, let not wisdom 
Make me appear a madman to the mad. 

Oneret Art thou astonislied, Iré, at his speech í 
Turn them from him to Juva. Speak to ine. 

Iré, Anón. (To Adon) Thou art Nature's deacon. 
I will make thee, 
Be patient but a little while, her priest. 
{To Lori) And thou her poet. (To Orieret) You 

are yet, my boy, 
Like niorning, in your nonage. Be content 
To bidé a pupil f or a season. This 
Fallen trunk of an oak mil serve thee for a form. 
Sit down. [Oneret sits. 

Adon. Let all be done with reverence. 

Lori (sings). 

Ignoranee cried on her daughter, Faith, 

" Come hither ! come hither ! come hither ! " 
But Doubt, her son, brought news of her death, 

She had gone ; but " whither, O whither 1 " 
And Wonder, an irap, newborn of them haHh, 
Eepeated the wail, " O whither í " 
There for you is a touch of the genuine Doric, such 
as they prate in Thebes. 
Adon. The lark is singing. 
Iré. We depose the usurper — 
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Thus doom we Eea : — and proceed, without her^ 
To give thee ordination. 

Lori, By the yes 
That should be no, let Eea quit the presence. 

Iré. She daré not stay. 

Lori, Thus let all phantoms vanish. 

Iré. Not yet — until the monster phantom p&ss. 
For here the First and Second Death in one 
Glides in to take her place ; — a lifeless carease 
That once was Mona. Bid the sexton in, 
And bury it, ere the sun make it breed, 
As else he must, or be forswom. Who'd make 
An arrant liar of the radiant sun 1 

Oneret Nay, master, fear not that. 

Iré. We trust not chance. • 
Is it removed 1 

Adon. Had it not been, besure, 
Ere now the sun had promise kept, and we 
Had sickened with the crawling brood. 
(Aside) O, Iré 1 

Cunning enchanter ! I perceive in thee 
The subtle madness of a love suppressed. 
Should one now breathe Zalonia's ñame, 'twere fatal — 
Thy shrieking heart would burst with recognition. 

Iré. Fool — fool ! One may from carrion apprehend ; 

'Tis more than the dead matter maketh flesh. 

It lives ; it wills, desires ; *tÍ8 Heaven's decree, 

O 
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Its loves and tastes, and whatsoe'er it would, 
Be lawful within bounds of modesty ; 
For to destroy its freedom is not good. 

Oneret The spirit lives, not it. 

Ii'é, Both boy, or neither ; 
Thougli body batb its form from that which quicke 
The flesK, misdeemed as dead, is quick with life ; 
Palpable spirit. Material form from life, 
As life from love. Love 's of tbe ineffable 
The primal form. Dama has taught me this, 
The earthborn ; so shall he be priest on earth. 

Oneret, The day is wide awake. 

Iré. And I ne'er sleep. 
Where's Lori ? 

Lori. Here. 

Iré. Guide on, 

Lori, To the east we — 
Thou (to Adon) to the west. 

Iré, We have ordained thee for it 
Go. Fare thee well. There lies thy mission. Oui 
Led by this poet-angel, in the east 
Load US back, infant, to the orient world. 

Oneret, Come. Onward we. Fare thee well, Da 
On. 

Adon (alone), Thanks, that, at length, ye leave 
to myself . 
We are, I see, love*s puppets, one and all. 
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— Me has Adone left, of me abandonad ! 
Yet, had she truly loved, this mockery 
Might nevar have daceived har. Jealousy 
Has bnmed out har affaction. Yet, while there, 
Even in that Indian tant, I faignad to slaep, 
I heard har say, sha cama in saarch of me ; 
And sooth to own, in accents piteous. 
— May my suspicion not wrong her anew ] 
They censure ill, who are themselves untrue ! 
I'll go this way. 

Scene changes, 

Again let tJie spedator view 
, ITie Lonely Forest Avenue, 

LüMON aiid Adonb. 

Adone. You sent Eremo f orward. Tell me wheix'f • »rc ( 
1*11 go no further. We have missed the cave ; 
Kea and Mona with it. On our path, 
Adon comes not. With this my soul is vexed— 
Youi^s stiU is calm. This is not natural 
Some horrid mystery makes you apathetic. 

Lumon. 'Tis time you know the truth. 

Adone. The truth ? — Aught else 
Have I then known í Who hath deceived me 1 Thou 
Who camest as a taacher of the truth 1 
Canat thou have lied 1 
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Lumon, Not willingly. — K these eyes, 
These features, tones of voice, these reverent gestores, 
Have spoken of a heart that loves Adone, 
Loves lier to phrenzy — ^then I have not lied ! 
If 

Adone. Stay ! — ^Love ! Heard I rightlyl I was 
wrong. 
Proceed. 

Lumon, May I, then, hope % 

Adone. I say, proceed. 

Lumon. Next to my cause; nay, more than for 
iny cause, 
I madden for thy beauty. O, Adone ! 
I burned our cause might crovm us both alike, 
The sacred cause of liberty and truthl 
Even now, I lead thee by a path I wot of, 
Straight to the city. There the assembled people 
Are ready to receive us ; — and pronounce, — 
First, your divorce from your unfaithful lord ; 
Unite US, next, in marriage and in power ; 
And, last, secure truth's triumph in our own. 

Adone. In our's] O vanity of vanities, when 
men 
Presume the cause of freedom and of justice, 
Needs mortal aid ; and none so strong as their's 
To uphold the social fabric. Heaven, sir Lumon, 
Apart from our ambition, can maintain 
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The state o' th' world, and better agents find, 
To do its work than either you or I. 

Lumon. Heaven works by meana. 

Adone. Then, let heaven choose its means — 
We'U not choose for it, lest we take the lead, 
And shut heaven's guidance out. 

Lumon. Heaven speaks in us — 
Speaks in our love, whose great emotions climb 
Its steep ascent, and gaze on Deity. 

Adone, Our love 1 My love is his, who wedded me. 

L/umon, And has f orsaken. *Twas the truth I told thee, 
That in these f orest wilds I met thy lord. 
And not alone. 

Adone, With whom 1 

Lumon, With Oneret. 
She whom he foUowed — herhe found — companioned — 

Adon entere behind, 

Is with her still — was, when I parted from them. 
He seeks a second love, why shouldst not thou í 

Adone, Ask nature why she gave man privilege, 
That his inconstancy should break no law 
Of her Creative process, and denied 
To woman that allowance — save at cost 
Of desolation ] Woman's faith is life ; 
Her f alsehood, death ! All sympathies in me 
NowlJre, ttJízcíi ¿hou wouldst slay. Oii"5i^i«2^^\»c>\¿5s^^ 
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(^^ouldst thou be sure, I should be true to thee 1 
And what if bis desires may wander ; — mine 
May not ] One virtue more belongs to me 
Tban bim, by nature's rigbt. So once again, 
I say — My love is his wbo wedded me. 

Luraon. Tben, on my knee, I pray tbee ! Tum not 
bence 1 
I will not plead for love ; I plead for pity. 
Wisdom tbe speaker makes more beautif ul ; 
And in tbat face all radiant witb expression, 
l^urn glorious fires, in wbose fierce beat I perisb. 
Let otbers live by reason of tby virtue ; 
Let otbers live, I say ; — but lo, for me, 
It bids me die. I bave no longer lif e ; — 
Thou killest witb tby scorn a faitbful beart, 
For one tbat, being faitbless, scoms tby own. 
Can tbis be justice ? Pity me, Adone ! 
Or crusb me for a worm, tbat to tby foot 
Has crawled — a loatbsome wretcb, tbat must not live ! 
Do tbis. But I sball die witbout. Tbus prostrate, 
I but adore ; and, baving worsbipt tbee, 
Expire of wonder. 

Adon (eoming forward). So would Dama, too ; 
But tbe free soul despairs not, tbougb it wonder ; 
Else 'twould not live a minute ; for eacb minute 
Teems, to tbe wise, witb manifold adventure, 
Tbat keeps our admiration on tbe stretcb. 
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Almost to madness. 

Adone, Has the earthbom left 
The steps of Ire 1 

Ación. Yes, in search of thee. 
He'd have thee follow on the path he goes. 
For this, thy worshiper, his way lies thither, 
When he can summon strength to rise once more. 
Nay, lady, f ear not. Dama you may trust, 
King of these wilds. His royal heart is true, 
Of late redeemed to its oíd puríty. 
Nay, be assured ; and, for thy further comfort, 
Leam this. Not Iré wilt thou join alone ; 
But Adon, too ; proved worthier of a throne. 

ILumon, confounded with AdorCs sudden 
appearance^ reinaiiis prostrate. 
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V. 

The Me^ting 

Scene — Within the Vale of Pyramids, 

Whose lahyrinth he untrodden thridSy 
Who looks our drama! 8 scene upony 
Orfancies, if not staged anón, 
Standa many a monumental pile 
Of the sams type and age and style, 
For various mes yet designad, 
Pálace or temple, hall or botoer, 
The dwélling-place of humean kind, 
Wherepeace orpassion have their hour, 
A chamber this, in one of these ; 
Adomed with antigüe tapestries. 

Zalonia seaited, 
Zalonia, 

IGHT-wingéd hours ! not more halts time him- 
self, 

Thougli oíd ; as if your plumage had been sliom, 
For love with you to toy ; like prisoned birds 
Shut in Elysium : — absent she, meanwhile, 
Whose image stül its fountains ever weep. 
How, then, fare 1 1 by love himself disdained, 
Mistress alone of death, raised from the tomb, 
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To murther whom I love by being loved. 

— Such sleep as fell on me maj fall on him, 

If Ire^s heart speak out. And jet I live. 

How, were the waking sure f or him as me ] 

If not — O, doubt of terror ! Wherefore I, 

Ye laggard houis, wonld keep your wings still shom, 

Which still I wish should grow. O what a dream 

Of contraríes is Ufe ! 

ErUer Xana. 

Ha ! blesséd maiden ! 

Earth, sea and air ! O nature ! thy great heart 
Beats in my own. What news teems on thy lips, 
Thns ripe with life, thus roseate with fresh love 1 
Into my tingling ears, those luscious words 
Drop, like distilléd sounds, thought in the stars, 
And whispered down the air. Why art thon mute 1 

Xana, I^othing is silence. 

Zalonia. Silence everything ! 
His ñame it speaks not, spoken, were a fíat 
Would in the wild make order. Mystery ! 
You have not heard of him ] What, not a river 
Bore, while it babbled to the desert's ear 
Its legend oíd, the murmur of his ñame ? 
What, not a leaf on those huge forest trunks, 
Wonld sigh it sof tly to the kissing breeze ] 
A god among them ; they so ignorant 
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As not to know him 1 These uncivil shades 
Need lessoning by love ; — their echoes, then, 
Were musical with the breathed ecstasy 
Of Ire^s sacred appellation. 

Xana. O, 
Were musical 1 I have walked them like a spirit, 
All voice, and multitudinous have been 
The replications from each cave unseen ; 
Nothing but Ire, spell of little merit, 
Unless intoned by thy far-sweeter lip. 
I am weary. 

Zalonia. Ah ! then rest thee. Sit thee down. 
O, fie, that cloud ! Its shadow on thy brow 
Swarthens thy fair complexión ; — comely, still, 
Though it than night were tawnier. 

Xa/na, Kiss me. There. 
Is not aU well 1 Hear, now, what news I have. 
Dio has come from Thebes. Arrived at Uxmal, 
He found the city up, its princes fled, 
And Ire fugitive. Armed with the ñame 
Of his great master, on pursuit resolved, 
He threads the desert ; and, in fine, is here : 
Knowa all that we would know ; but to my questio 
Is dumb as a dead oracle. 

Zalonia, O lead me 
Tohim. 

Xana. Lo, he seeks you. 

Zalonia, Ah, heaven I 'tis he. 
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JEnter Dio, vnth a scroU, 
Dio ! thou comest like an ambassador 
Dropt firom a better world. If thou have language, 
And if that language have intelligence, 
InteUigence good news, let f all thy words 
Like to a rapid's waters — flood my soul 
With tidings imdelayed ! 

Dio. Zalonia ! 

2j<ü<mia, Tell me of Iré ! Nothing pleases me 
That speaks of me, not him. You do me wrong. 

Dio. With such like innocence, as when an infant 
Becomes the author in you of sad thoughts. 

Zalonia, Tour pardon. Ay, indeed, 'twas senseless 
in me 
To seek an answer ere I questioned you. 
We would have news of Iré, noble Dio ; 
Hast thou won such, oh, let us share the prize. 
And Heaven's treasures we will pray upon you, 
In dewy showers, so soft in their descent. 
And yet so pearly rich. 

Dio, Zalonia ! 

Zalonia. Breathe not my ñame — ^breathe his — unless, 
(dear mercy !) 
Thou knowest love has slain him, as once me, 
And knowest not if resurrection come 
Alike to him as me. Or knowest too well 
That it will never come. Then on thy lips 
Etemal silence. 
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Dio, Ire liyes. 

Zalonia, I am patient. 
Tis well to lire ; 'tis better to Uve welL 
My Ire lives 1 — olives where, and how I What's thatl 
Toar ejes are tearf al ; tender as the babe's 
Ton spake oí now ; yoar look as innocent. 
Sach in a man is seeming. 

Dio. Woald it were ! 

Zalonia, Would, lite a child's, oor laboar were but 
sport! 
AIl a child's work is plaj ; and its choice is 
Not the thing's self, but type, wbicb, like itself , 
In its imagined toil, plajs many parts. 
But we are fancy-bound ; and leve, thoagh young 
For ever, wearies with reality, 
And grows as *twere decrepid, — oíd like Time — 
Halting in hamess. 

Dio, May I speak my tidings 1 

Zalonia, Not with that look, as if I should bo 
pitied 1 
If that thy news be ill, look like despair, 
And ice my blood, f reezing me, where I stand, 
Into a pillar ! 

Dio, Nay, no cause for that, 

Zalonia, All's well, then ] 

Dio, Ire lives — is near at hand. 

Zalonia. This makes that well still better. 
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Dio. Comes to thee. 
Alive or dead, thou art his wanderings' end, 
Their object, motive, goal and crown, in one. 

ZcUonia. The gods crown thee for that ; find thee a 
realm, 
Whereof thou mayst be king. 

Dio. I donbt my worthiness. 

Zalonia. Then so do I. Thy doubt's infectious. 
Doubt, 
Thou art not worthy. Power and merit wait 
On faith — ^which looks, from Heaven, on doubt, in 

HeU. 
O fool 1 to interrupt thy speech. But, Ire — 
He's nigh, thou sayest ] 

Dio. Ay, maiden, nigh — in body ; 
In mind — f ar off. 

Zalonia. Body and mind ! what's this ? 
Equivocation 1 

Dio. Truth — the terrible. 

Zalonia. O, pity 1 

Dio. Yes — ^that noble mind is lost 
In wandering passion, 

Zalonia. Phrenesy ! 
An image of like horror in the act 
As ihows some human sacrifice devout 
Offered to malice, falsely deemed divino. 

Dio. Malign not highest power, 
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[TleTMMj/ kendj am her knets. 
Bea^tifnl inadD€iSS ! tbT idolat)a' 
In me implores thj inflwntál shower 
That qaenches leason. Sitante my brain, 
Jleliige my heart and drown me ntteilT ! 

Dio. Rise, maiden ! (Slie resñsU ttnmgly.) Kise, lest 
you provoke, indeed, 
Heaven's jnsí revenge. 

Zalonia (darting toher/eet). On you — its messenger, 
Ito scomge, its pestilence, its bloody sword, 
Its evil ángel who but breatbes to blnst, 
Speaks but to slay. Henee, plague incarnated, 
In human limbs and gesture horrible ! — 
Il^'nce ! 

Dio, Fiend or not, 'tis but the truth I speak. 

Zfdonia. Truth, radiant seraph ! Then turn, wiath ! 
on me. 
Myself and this joint instrument. 

\^Drawing out a sdcHficial knife. 

Dio {jpreventing her). Nay, then, 
You're mad, like Iré. I must have thee guarded! 
What, ho, there! 

Xana. Pri 'thee, let me speak. Zalonia, 
Wouldst passion shoiUd transport thee to a fury ] 

Zalonia. Ay. Love prohibited to anger tums, 
And rages like the wrongéd multitudes 
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In populous streets, about to overthrow 
Some ancient tyranny ! Come, Dio, here. 

Xana. He will not answer. 

Zalonia, ííay, I will no more 
Oflfend him or his master. Does he note me ] 

Dio. Ido. 

2kUonia. Then, weigh my words, heed my leaat look. 
I have the inspiration that thou lackest, 
Because thou lovest not. Does Iré wander ] — 
Hath his mind gone a joumey ] Be it so — 
Not with his body. Where else 'tis, you know not. 

Dio. My ignorance I conf ess. 

Zalonia. Let his mind roam 
XJp to the f urthest planet ; let his feet 
Tread any spot on earth : — ^his soul is here, 
Within my sonl — from me 'tis never absent ! 
Thou dost not question this 1 

Dio. What if I do 1 

Zalonia. Then, I strike here ! — 
This steel would slay but me. His heart in mine. 
As well I know it is, 'twould slay him too ; 
Should I in foUy pierce his covering. 
Dost question it, I say ] 

Dio. I dare not, if 
I would — and would not. I have al so lo ved ! 

Zalonia. That's music. Dio ! I am comforted. 

[^S^ rdapses into a ddicious revene. 
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Dio. Fm glad to leam it 

Zalonia. WeU, thoa majst be glad. 
The aegis oí some hoyering sjlph protects me. 

Dio. I verily believe so. 

Zalonia. In one moment, 
Tve dreamt a dream oí peace. 

Dio. Whenl 

Zalonia. Even now. 

Z}io. A visión was it 1 

Zalonia. Tes, oí blessedness. 
A sleeping babe lay on a downy couch, 
Its listless limbs in exquisite repose 
Gracefully blended. or partitioned, even 
As nature pleased to set them for a pictnre, 
The prettiest e^er painted. 

Dio. I rejoice 
Such heavenly visitation has been your's; 
And now, while thns serene, if you will please 
Confinn this quiet by the altar service [Mime heard. 
Which now we hear beginning ; af ter prayer, 
I'U give you better counsel — sage advice, 
Which I am charged with by the distant king, 
Here, written in this scroU. Say, will you read it ? 

Zalonia. I will — I wilL 

Dio. Some half hour henee. But first, 
To chapel duty. (Mime.) Listen ! 

Zalonia. Let us in. 
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Sce?ie chanr/es. 

Once more to üximal you return ; 
Again into the palace horne^ 
And vntnesa there, as hereto/ore, 
ÜTiat a/rchéd Arab corridor, 

Eea, Lumon and Eremo. 

Rea, Come you from Dio 1, 

Eremo. Ay, most sacred priestess. 
But if you hope for approbation there, 
Delusion ne'er was stronger. 

Rea {to Lumon), Then, sir sophist, 
You've joined the weaker side. But not tlie less, 
Trust in our cause ; this missive represeiits 
Strangely his monarch's will. If he be right, 
From time's begiiming has experience erred, 
The royal mind we serve has suffered change, 
And the whole course of Providence been turiied 
From what the vrorld has witnessed. 

Lumon. Leam a secret. 
Still 'gainst the distant king my war has been 
Whose mystic rule disgusts me, *Twerü my joy 
To strive with him directly. 

Eremo, Here comes Surial, 
Whom Dio sent with me, to speak his mind 

Fully instructed in the solemn task. 

H 
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Enter Scbial. 

Jim, Yon look oífended, Surial 1 

HurúfL ^"o— not I, 
Bul iny great 8ender*« Sender. Our poor anger 
líídoH wlmt 'twould shew, his wrath inefíable. 
Wíthout hÍH warrant, have you thrust yourself 
ínto }iÍH Wiat of power, and seized upon 
Aiithíjrity not yoiir*». Were Iré wrong, 
(}r yon, /¿/? wcrfí the judge, and he alone. 
rwa« liw to rf?ad the sinner's heart, not you, 
lo judgo hoth act and motive ; never youre 
To judgo thü latter, which, in what has passed, 
Vour «pecial censure aimed at. 

Jim. If our zeal 
líiw overHÍepped discretion, Dio's caubion 
1h Iiikowariíi conipromise. 

Surial. His honour, priestess, 
Hy all — he saith — were spaied but usurpation, 
( /ouMÍdering whose ambassador he is. 
Whatso wounds him, wounds Thebes. 

IVia, Still usurpation. 

JSnrial, Now must I ask of your confedérate. 

Jififi, Whom cali you so ] 

Hnrial. Tliis Lumon. 

Lumon. Ask me what í 

SuriuL How comes it that the princess, 
partoük 
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The guilt or error of your flight, now shuns, 
Or is shunned by you — she of whom we heard 
Your friends i' th' city boast, she wore a crown 
That more than half was yours. 

Lumon, Have I not said, 
A warrior of the wilds bereft me of herí 

Rea, Answer no question. See where Mona comes. 

Erder Mona and Eremo. 

Mona, ried ! Tis not well ! Let not the wantoii 
'seape ! 
Bring her to trial for her double treason. 
'Tis your*s in charge. You shall make profit of it, 
If you attach her person. The false harlot ! 
So false are to themselves, who're false to us, 
Our order, and our rule. 

Rea. You hear, my lord, 
The prophetess. She reigns in Uxmal, now. 
Twere best you sought out Dio, ere too late. 

Mona. When Thebes shall hear what we have done, 

we hope 

For better judgment than what Dio utters. 

His ear has been abused by false reports. 

Our vindication in our consciences 

We have fairly entered. When the reckoning comes 

We know the way to meet it. 

Surial. Be it so. 

BL2 
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The words of Dio Tve repeated to you ; 
And there my duty ends. 
Mona, Retum to him ; 
And, in like manner, these our words repeat. 
Come, Lumon. Your conversión serves our cause. 

Scene changes, 

Loj a Savanna hroad a/nd grand, 
An ampie apoce qftable land. 
In thefa/r distaiice rocks arise. 
And lift their terrora to the sJcies, 
Bewa/re, too, where you step — -Jbr know, 
Midway yawna deep ravine helow — 
A pile of atonea upon ita edge. 
Loóse atructv/re for a narrow ledge, 
There, atra/ngely gathered^ greeta the aight, 
Pyramidal info)*m cmd height, 
For alta/r meant, and hea/ra on it 
A tablet with atrange aigna o^encrit ; 
A hand, whoae geatwre doth expreaa 
Intention to devote or hleaa; 
A dovCy a yewtree, cmd a heanrty 
Pierced with an a/rroWy alwm apart; 
Aivd &er tJie tablet aoara in air 
A croaa coloaaal, which doth bear 
In monater foldin/ja, braneh and atem^ 
A Serpeni huge tvnned over ^ism. 
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Adon and Adone. 

A dañe. Where, Dama, is tho dread ravine yon spako o f ? 

Adon, ThÍ8i/»íwit ; — is. ButwhathasmanbuiltUere ] 

Adone, Built where ] 

Adon, Here, on its edge. 

Adone. Is that its edge] 

Adon, Here, where this altar stands. 

Adone, Yon heap of stones, 
That tablet, and that serpent-folded cross : — 
What may this pageant in the desert mean ? 

Adon, May one like me interpret ] Thougli we fail, 
To daré is virtne. 

Adone, O, most surely. 

Adon, On 
The verge of the steep precipice, as in liaste, 
These uncemented stones are rudely heaped, 
But as a waming ; — for the slightest touch 
Would cause them topple to the gulph below. 
— Yet ha ve they other use ; — for, altar-like, 
They serve that tablet, as it were a shrine 
Crowned with yon Titán cross, thus twined about 
With a proud crested serpent, of such size 
As monsters nature. 

Adone, 'Tis the Sculptores license. 
— Canst read the tablet ? 

Adon, Xote the hand. Tis closed, 
Savo the forefingers, which, extended thus. 
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I >o consécrate whate'er thev seek to cover. 
'11 le do ve which hovera by that spiral yew, 
AN'Jiose flame-like apex ever points to heaven ; 
A I ni tliat pierced heart, devoted unto death. 

Adone. Their meaning I half render. 

Adon. AVhoUy, I. 
Tlicáe symbols do imply that marble's sacred 
'i 'o lo ve and immortality, aud one 
WJiose cío ven heart is destined for the urn. 

Adone, Zalonia ] 

Adon, That may be the ñame, indeed. 

Adone, Ay, very like. Stand by awhile. 
Ivotlect, 

Adone ! O disgrace and shame ! By fraud, 
Art thou made traitress to thy lord and throne. 
He false to me, while I aeem false to both. 
1 )oubtless, this is Zalonia*s burial place — 
Love's martyr and fame's heroine ; I their slave ] 
Here I designed a sacrifice ; and find 
Tiie victim found already. If I die, 
My clouded honour is a quenchéd sun. 
O, what ha ve I to do with dying, who 
Ha ve yet to prove me well prepared to die 1 
AVhy should I lie beneath the grave, when, on it, 
My reputation, like a corsé, cast forth. 
As l)y an earthquake, taints the sickening air ] 
J llave a task to do — for that wül live. 
— ^Here, Dama ! 
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Adon, Lo, you where a friend rejoins iis. 
Adone, What ! Ire's self ] 

Eider Iré, ín cliaivjed attire» 

Iré, They say I'm not myself. 
"VVherefore ? These robes disguise me. 

Adon (asvle). I have thought it. 
Mine do, I know. 

Iré. ííot, like the oíd, become me. 
Naked were I once more as nature raade me, 
I were the same man still. Those foldings shut 
My heart up, which now beats and makes these heave 
As life were in them; whence men cry — "A chaiige." 
And say, " He*s not himself !" Let them rail on, 
While Tm at peace, and better know myself 
Than e*er another can — savo thou. Thy ñame] 

Adon. Dama. 

Iré, *Tia so. I well remember. Thus, 
By linking past and present, I approve 
The identity they doubt. 

Adone, Know you not me, too 1 

Iré. O, well-— though there be change in thee. Thou 
wert 
A princess. art a woman. Thou hast gained 
In dignity by that. I, too, have risen 
From priest into a man. What liars are we 
When we confer with power. Ah ! never trutli 
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lieacbed thee, or me. They told ns, station might 

J )isi>onse with all beside, and natore could, 

Tliereby sustained, despise the elements 

That make and feed it "NVhat may it despise í 

Love 1 Say, the whirlwind has no forcé, when raging, 

Ur jealousy ! Cali hell, dissolved in fire, 

leed water to cool vine for revellers ! 

We'll witness both, unchallenged. 

Ademe. Out, alas ! 

Iré, Wailst, as thy grief were greater ] Think on 
mine. 
Thy petty grief weeps but enjoyment lost ; 
Mine, baffled nature — ^bitter destiny ! 
O, tliine inheritance hath been enjoyed ; 
Mine, ne'er possessed, — but leaguered round with fire, 
To bar my way, and banish me for ever ! 
Who was the felón kindled first the fíame 
That made the entrance death ] I'd look on him, 
Who put the yoke on manhood, and dammed up 
Life's river, that, when fell heaven's shower, it 

needs 
Must overflow, and choke the shrieking heart ! 
The tyrant felón : — See I now the fiend 1 
Good. Crown him, king of hell ! 

Adone. Henceforth, my grief 
Shall worship thine in silence. 

Iré {sólemrdy), Worship Heaven's ! 
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Mine/s but a mockery. Therés the agony, 
That makes the planets suffer. 

Adon. This is more, 
Not less, than reason. Knowst thou what thou sayst 1 

Iré, Ay, verily. I fable. Trifle thou 
With truth, and it shall fondle thee into 
A little child again. 'Tis now my mood, 
To prattle like a nurse. Thou understandest í 

Adone, Wert thou a god, I need interpreter. 

Adon (astde), My mind is on the stretch. I had 
not deemed else 
Eiddle f or me too hard. 

Iré, Thou hearst my words. 
Hoed them. 

Adone. The outward ear suñices not. 

Iré, What ! eh ] Even so. No inward eye to see, 
ISo tongue without to teach ; no wonder you 
Are wanderers yet — while I have found the bourn 
Of all my travail's travel. 

Adone. What boum 1 

Iré. This. 
Zalonia*s resting-place. Here I repose, 
For this I threaded forest wilderness, 
Footed unwearingly the pathless plains, 
Savannas bounded only by the skies ; 
Or paced, erect, the ever silent banks 
Of solitary streams, while, in my heart, 
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"Were sounding mighty oracles, like voices 
Seiit from the deep, below me or above, 
]>oth near and distant, each tlie other's echo, 
Until I could not fail to understand 
That, in the wilds, for me great natura had 
Caused her cathedral service to peal forth 
Its glorious anthems, as I softly trod 
Her temple's nave, and aisle, and chapelets, 
To its chief shrine. Creation's altar, this. — 
Erected unto lo ve, in the great act 
Creative imaged thus. What else could I, 
But prostrate 'worship here 1 having íirst plucked 
Those lying robes from off my burning limbs, 
That made my being hell ! How long I lay 
Absorbed in adoration, wondering time 
Neglected to take compt. But when I waked 
No less than Dio's self was watching by me, 
Who, in these princely garments freshly ciad, 
Scarce knew myself for Iré. You're amazed ! 

Adone, A story so particular and strange 
May plead for admiration. 

Adon. What are these í 

Dio and Lori enter. 

Dio. We have sought you, sir. 
Iré. So — so ! You've tracked the deer, then, 
Even to his secret haunts. He fled, and fled : 



se. iil] An Antigüe Lc/oe Story, 107 

l>ut bore the shaft within his aching side ; 
So here lay down, to conquer ¡)ain by death. 

Dio. AVLat shaft] 

Iré, Even that which pierced her heart. One stroke, 
Oiie arrow clove our spirits in the midst ; 
lk)th bore the same intolerable wountl — 
Both would be buríed in one sepulchre. 

Dio, The shaft you censure is love's quickening íire ; 
Tliat, where it wounds, enflames a nest f or lif e, 
An active little ángel of the hearth 
That blesses its producers. Come with me. 

[Leads Iré out in a state of ahstraction, 

Adone. A stranger. 

Enter Erbmü. 

Adon, No. Eremo. 

Eremo, Too well known, 
Peruhance, to thee, once Uxmars princoss — now 
Merely Adone. 

Adone. Insolent ! 

Eremo {showing a scrolT), I bear 
Tlie authority you ha ve lost. You must with me. 
Better with peace and dignified reserve, 
Thaii forcé provoke, which, at my cali, is ready. 

Adoiie. You bear the mándate of the Powers that Be. 
I piously submit, as to myself 
I should have claimed submission. 
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Ádon, Thank the sun 
Tliat quickens earth, my mother ! Dama owes not 
Obeilience unto man. Henee ! Dama is 
The shield of woman. Ere you touch her freedora 
You lirst must slay his honour. Off ! away ! 

[Eremo w pressed at the point of Adon's 
lance toroards the iemjyorary altar. 

Eremo. Who art thou 1 

Ádoti. Thy preserver ! Man ! avoid 
Tliat cairn, whereto thou now retreatst, or, with it, 
Phmge down the precipice. A touch, it topples. 

Eremo, Ha ! is it so ] Then it shall down. It is 
An altar built to the new heresy. 
What, ho ! a rescue ! — Ho ! Sirani ! 

SiRANí, and twi> others, enter with javelins, 

Look ! 

See here another of those slirines accursed, 
Which, in the valley of the pyraniids, 
Ha ve still insulted us. It stands on edge, 
Of a ravine. Down with it to the gulf ! 

\The¡j attack the pile^ altar and shrine, 

which almost immediately give way, 

and disappear below, 
A don. Have care, ye down not w^ith it. 
Wonderous Heaven ! 
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[The removal o/ the pile displays on the 
other 8Íde nf the ravine an elevated 
point of rock, on which are seen 
standing, Xana, and, veiled and seated, 
Zalonia. 
Lorí, This must bring Iré back. Ho ! Dio — Iré ! 

[Bitshes out, ccUUng. 
Eremo. What forms are tliose ? They look divine ! 
I fear me, 
The worshipt Powers whose types we desecrate. 
Shun we their wrath ! 

[Exit, in haste, followed hy Sirani and his 
companions. 

Re-enter Iré, Dio and Lori, followed hy Oneret. 

LorL Lo ! the Divinities, 
The pile that f ell so thunderously now 
Yeiled from our mortal view. [Goes out. 

Iré, O, miracle ! 

Dio, It works right well ; and shall hy gradual steps, 
Lead to an issue which, wrought suddenly, 
Might startle to distraction. 
Iré. See ! they rise ! 

[Xana and Zalonia, still veiled, rise up 
from their seat, and cautiously wind 
along the edges of ths ramne, until, 
at length, they advance to thefront. 
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They walk the narrow ledges of tlio rock, 
They folio w where they wind, conducting them, 
As it would seem, eyen hither where we stand. 

Dio, £yen to this self-same spot. 

Iré, And so it is. 
Why should their piesence touch me thus t Who*s 

she, 
TVhose conntenance is veiled, as if too bnght 
For mortal eyes to gaze on 1 

XaruM. Listen Iré. 

Iré, My ñame ! Speak on. 

2[ana Pity, in heavenly bosoms, 
Lives but a finer raptare : — subtilly 
Works with the universal ecstasy 
That keeps creation puré ; — ^with thy heart's throbbing, 
Has numbered beat for beat ; — for thy lost love 
Wept tears unnumbered ; and, to smile with thee, 
Howbeit sadly, sends with me this virgin 
To fill the place of thy Zalonia. 

Iré, The place 'í— My heart ? 

Xana, Thy heart. So was I bid 
To say. 

Iré, There is no room. Zalonia left 
No void there, since itself she never left ; 
Proves here au altar indestructible, 
Sacred to love and immortality ! 

Xana, To love and death. 
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Iré, No ! Life ! whereto, from death, 
X.ove soars transfonned, all spirit ! My duU heart 
Is lit, as with an ángel. 

Xana, Widowed art thou, 
And still persistent in thy solitude 1 

Iré, No solitude — for she is present ever. 
N'or widowed I, since while I live, she lives. 

Xana, Ay, in this maid ; — ^not otherwise, I trow. 
Iré, To do what thou wouldst have me were 

remorse. 
Xana, At least, you will look on her — touch her 
hand. 

[Xana placea Zalomáis hand in Iré^s, 
Iré. Her form is like Zalonia's 1 May her face 
No such resemblance bear ! 

Xana, Ee judge thyself ! [Withdraioing the veiL 
Iré. Art thou a sorceress 1 A spectre, she ? 
— I must not be beguiled. The spirit-land 
Is surely not a prison, and the shadows 
May leave its groves in pity, and haunt earth, 
When one they would make happy lingera on it. 
Inimortal I mock me not ! 

Zalonia. Feelst thou not, Iré, 
My hand thus placed in thine ] Its trembling tokens 
Too much, 'tis mortal flesh. 

Iré, 1 kiiow not that ; 
It thrills me— to the heai-t. Methought, 'twas cold ; 
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liul I, iii Mooih, am fcvered ; and the wodd 

To luH Imtli long sotímed winter. She I 

VmI w)ioH4t namo'H Itíttero in mj heaii aie t< 

TIm« rJuiiinulM ihrough which circulateB mj Mood, 

W(4M llkn Ui Ihutí, ihougli not so palé, as íair; 

KyoM Mdft liN thiiiH, and piercing ; brow as ampie; 

A li|i liM Ititollociual ; voice as gentle; 

HUturu itM Mtatoly, with a grace of motion, 

WuM iiMvnr MWim niiglit rival The rare resemblance 

Would nmko mu ihiiik me mad. 

iíaíftnia, Your pansion cannot 
Hn wlMly Npouk ; hut that it strikes upon 
Tliü iiarp-liko ruanon, niusic from its chords 
Awakiii^ liku a lyritit. 

Irl Wortí it Hü ! 
'-Hpoak wliat thou wilt, for if my soul hear rightly, 
TunuH HiKsh UN ihiuo must be veridical ! 
Aud if it righily seo, truth's form itself 
Divinar w<irü not. Whiles I list and look, 
To doubt wuro to ])rofano thee ; henee, sayst thou, 
Thon art Zalonia, 1 must needs believe thee, 
Without an oath. 

Zalonia. I am Zalonia. 

Iré, Ilast thuu not died 1 

Zalonia, I tliought I had, indeed. 

Iré. You thought so t Stranger still I But thought 
in thoe 
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In me 'tmay be no more ! I'U prove it, now. 
This palm is warm. Pri'thee, on those sweet lips 
rd print my fiíst of kisses. O, true life, 
Thou lookst like mercy stooping over sorrow, 
Breatbing vitality into the corsé 
Of the self-slayer. Were it possible 
Thou couldst deceive me, reason were adrif t ; 
But, since that cannot be, the helmsman guides 
Even passion's bark in sai ety. 

ZaLonia, That is well. 

Iré, Yet tell me more. Where hast thou been 1 

Zaloma, Ah, there ! 
The desoíate región of the dead, indeed ; 
This maiden watched my waking, as I lay 
A sleeper in the sacred pyramid, 
Wherein they made my couch. 

Iré, Thy couch 1 — But not 
Thy everlasting one % 

Zalonia, It seems so. Such 
His mercy whom we sinned against ; the sin 
Itself permitted, as Tve since been taught, 
To work his sovran will and providence. 
— ^You muse still, doubting wherefore I carne hither. 
Why there sat veiled ] That, and what else I did, 
Was by direction, Iré, not of will. 

Iré, Ha ! this is as I dreamed. Ho, Dio ! wake me. 
If thou canst do such things, why, bid it thunder, 
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That I msLj have assuiance. Dieam I still f 
Let me hear voices ;— other than our own — 
Mine and Zalonia's. Dio, live we 1 Speak ! 

Dio. Most certain, Iré ; in mj master's ñame, 
I vouch the tnith oí all. 

Iré. Zalonia! 

Zalania. Ii6! [Embracmg. 

Iré. Why, our tean mingle ! there xs gríef in joj ! 

Dio. Aj, so, there is — for peril yet impenda, 
Oí which your pupil, Jura, testifíes. 

Iré. For further witness that all this be real, 
Let him speak too. 

Oneret. I will, but with regret, 
That I must speak oí terror, ^ot alone, 
Eremo to ns ventured. Know, misled 
By Lumon, who has joined your enemies, 
The usurping Rea, and the lying Mona, 
The ignorant populace with them have sided ; 
Whence they conduct as 'twere an af my hither. 
Wherefore, I pray you, speed to some defence. 

Dio, For that I've taken order. Come with me ; 
All— all. Where's Lori ] Gone ! What took him 

henee 1 
Come, you. This valley of the pyramids, 
Has yet more wonders. If, at last, we perish. 
Lo ve will have made this moment rich as years. 



se. I.] Án Antigüe Love Story, 115 



VI.. 

Thb Mibaglb. 

Scene — A Prairie toide, an ampie plain, 

Spread oíd in smoothness, like the main 
Upon a calm and sunny day, 
When every hülow resta from play, 
Galm day is here, — hvi not serene; 
Such calm as oft doth storms prevene, 
A murky lurid atmosphere, 
That threatens tempest, dread and drear, 
But what recles it in wüd so lone ? — 
Look yet again, Encampments th/TOwn^ 
Though seanty, óer the prairie rudey 
Betoken it no solitvde, 
These tenis hy human hands were reared, 
Zalonia^sfoeait may hefeared. 
From one of which there issue now 
Three forras whose features well we Jmoto, 

Rea and Mona attended. 
Mona. 

STOEM is in the air. 

Rea. Let it rage forth. 

We triumph. 

12 
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Mona, Safel y in our giipe we hold 
The harlot and her lord. For Lumon's sake, 
We should walk waiy in this bosiness. 

Rea, £[Í8 ñame has served os well, and his conyeision 
Menta leward. In his religions lobes. 
And Ire^s office, bj the popular choice 
Advanced to that high dignity, he weais 
Both like a credulous knave. Your infidel 
Is at the bottom a believing fool, 
And Lumen one but of the wiser sort 

Mona, There are in foUy, then, degrees of wisdom. 

Rea, Itself is but the smallest. More and less 
Are the defíned extremes. 

Mona. Hush ! Here comes Lumon, 
In right pontifical attire. 

LüMON, attired in Ibe's sacerdotal robes, enters. 

Rea, Hail, prelate ! 

Lumon, My benediction on yon. 

Mona, What of Adon ? 

Lumon. Fair shew of our good-will I*ve made to 
himj 
And as by my advice he took disguise, 
By my advice he leaves it. Like himself, 
He soon appears — the prince. We, then, our own 
By liis authority shall reinforce. 

Rea. Knows yet of this the princess í 
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Lumon, She s not 
Identified him even When they meet 
Again, she*ll think it strange. Anón, they will ; 
Both here directed straight. 

Rea, For your news thanks. 
Know, in retum, we ha ve detachments out, 
That soon must bring in Iré and the Risen. 
Sir, they must stand their trial, and, anón, 
"We'll teach you the ordeal we propose. 
Dio daré not object, as 'tis set down 
In Theban statutes of most ancient date. 
— ^There has been practico. Let them dread the like. 

[Exeunt Rea and Mona attended. 

Lumon (alone), Now, Iré's power is mine. But not, 
like him, 
I use it with a conscience. Celibato 
Is but a ñame, which he misdeemed a thing. 
Awhile, I serve ; — ^hereafter, to bear rule. 
— ^With Adonl have made my peace ; to him 
The proofs of his queen's virtue have confirmed, 
Which much she lacks of his. Let grow her doubts ; 
With them, my hopes. For never I resign 
Passion I once have felt. Who's this 1 

Suri AL entera, 

Surial. Your pardon, 
If exigence make me now forget your state. 
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And pray of you the means for safe delivering 
This missive to prince Adon. 

Luvion, Give it me. 
Why, 'tis the hand of Oneret. Thifl may 
Advance my purpose. Fare thee well, sir. 

[Surial departs. 
Ha! 

llere comes Adone. I'll give her the letter. 
In her it needs must waken jealoosy. 

Enter Adonb. 

rioase, lady, look upon this superscription. 

Adone, A letter to my lord ? 

Zumon.. True, lady. Take it. 

Adone {taking it), To him — and he far henee. 
And all in ignorance of his whereabout 1 
I am my lord, he absent. Open, paper — 
Signed " Oneret " 1 O, passion ! Kead it for me. 

Lumon (readi7ig it). '*Myself disguised, where others 
none suspect, 
I penétrate ; and cunningly detect 
Concealment ;--in the earthbom Dama see 
The prince, who in the page may now know me. 
He now encaptived, I still free ; — behold 
A faithful love, if haply overbold. 
Some means I have that him at large shall set, 
No prison-gates should keep out Onbrbt." 
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Lumon (retuming the letter), You're palé. 

Adone. Palé 1 The white cinders of the cheek 
Conclude the heart is bumed to very ashes. 
Bat in the embers still there Uves a spark 
Might prompt a conflagration. 

Lamon. Wherefore, princesa 1 

Ádone, Why, to consume the proof Tve still re- 
sisted, 
Which, now established, makes the sun appear 
A place for tortured souls, from whose hot beams 
I pine for darkness. Where's the prince — this Dama % 

Enter Adon, in his princdy attire, 

Adon, Here, lady. Now you know me, no surprise ] 

Adone, O, world ! O, wonder ! but the last fore- 
stalled; 
The first, with thee, I've lost ; now, surely lost, 
Late only deemed so ; — in which error, I 
Mistook myself for thee, and opened this. 

l^Giving him the letter, 

Adon, Tve read it. 

Adone, Ay, and those preceded it, 
No doubt No doubt. O, truth ! — O, miracle ! 
I have been long deluded. 

Adon, Ne'er till now. 
Where can be Oneret 1 Her loyalty, 
Which she calis love, led her to this. No more. 
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Lumon. NomorethanthiBledhimt A8ireIleoiiíeG& 
Adon, "A faithíul love"1 No— nought by her 

Hfíid, done, 
K'cir justilied niy hope, Her love, Tve noted, 
AiKtlior» 011 Lori. 

Adotic, What ! O, perjury ! 
Nuy, whon was falsehood wanted in a plea 
To nuBdiroct iiitolligonce, how wise 
Soovor 1 When was man to woman trae, 
WitJi naiuro's warrant for his wanderings 1 
1 11 iho dülusioB of your smiles Tve lived, 
Wliic.h yon havo worn in pity. 

Adon, Nay, Adone. 

Adone. Stand by, sir. Still be pitiful awhile, 
And lot US koop apart. It were well, perhaps, 
Wo oamo no noarer ever. 

Lumon, Woll, indeed ! 

Adone, O, love ! O, death ! How have I liyed m 

tllÜÜ, 

To find niyaolf thus banished from all refuge — 
Cast fortli to sorrow and contempt. Cut oñ 
From my life's fountain — prematurely slain. 

Adon. Be the past veiled in its own darkness. 
Ilear me. 
13y the earth's sanity, heaven's crownéd pomp, 
And the sea^s wealth nnreckoned, lo, I swear, 
Your future shall be cloudless as your honour. 
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A done, Tis not unclouded. 

Adon. Who dare else say so 
Should perish in his falsehood. 

Lumon. So ! brave anger ! 

Adon, Have I not watched thee like thy guardián 
ángel, 
In guise of a poor savage suitor 1 — marked thee, 
With virtuous resolution, scom the tempter. 
And bnng him to his knee ? The f ault was mine 
That placed thee in such peril ; all thine own 
The triumph which delivered. Then, despise not 
The penitence that I impersonate ; 
And here, before this slanderous hypocrite, 
Whose interest will make him beastlike dumb, 
Wear thy fidelity for a coronal, 
And thus, with brow unblenchéd, pass him by. 

Adone. Peace found at last ! O, Adon ! take me 
to thee^ 
And let me fill that heart of thine again ! 
— ^For him. 

Lur/um. Forbear. 

Adon. 'Twere prudent you forbore. 

Lumon. 1 might resent, but will not. 

Adon, Best you should not. 

Lumon, Lady, shall I have audience 1 

Adone, Not from me 1 
O, my dear lord ! this most unwomanly passion, 
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Which has my bosom poisoned, shall from tkence, 
And never more inf ect it. 

Adon, Let me kiss thee ! 

\They embrace. 

Lumon, It sears my eyeballs ! 

[Ruahea hcístüy into encampment, 

Adon, Thus it should be. Swtet, 
Thy wanderer has retumed ; I am at home 
In thy tried heart, and trusty. These rebellions 
Oí will against the reason are assigned, 
That, from the conflict, we may win and merit 
The peace we would enjoy. 
But — soft — ^that letter 
From Oneret. Her loyalty deserves 
From both of us regard. We must resume 
Our prison, in appearance ; so to leam 
Her plans f or our reléase, and save her harmless. 
Come in, Adone. [Th-ey retire into encampment 

• 

ZaIíONIa and Dio enter. 

Zalonia, Caught in the toils 1 Why do you bring 
me hitherl 
Away from him, in whom I Uve or perish 1 
The/ ve taken him as one they would destroy ! 
I heard them sayj'they'd doomed him to the death ! 
HÍ8 ciíme, apostacy ! Apostacy ? 
Conversión rather to the trutía. oi\o\^\ 
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)r is not love, religión 1 What else is so 1 

Dve that gives lif e ; why should he die f or love % 

nd thon, that standst for Thebes, and hast proíessed 

) pity him and me ; why art thou here, 

3 one consenting % Nay, as more — as one 

lio hath authority most paramount, 

nd yet exertst it not ? Diplomacy ! 

Tiat is diplomacy 1 A public lie ! 

lat, with a politic ostent, goes mantled ; 

7en craves suspicion, as it doth suspect, 

ad would be doubted ; should it speak the truth, 

''ould f ain be disbelieved. 

Dio, Is it possible 1 

Zalonia, Lest it by chance reveal what it would 

hide. 
•Let me know what you mean ! Assure my soul, 
lat Iré is secure from cause oí dread ; 
p, if not, on thine own, I ^harge my ruin ! 
Dio. Why is thy wrath thus suddenl pray, bo 

patient. 
ZcUonia. Patient and sudden 1 Wrath and I are 

one ! 
itient as justice, when he means to doom ; 
idden as mercy, when she flies to save. 
will be both — or would. To thee show calm 
3 tempests ere they blacken. But for him, 
i awiñei than the Jightning, ot fti^ níísA^, 
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Dio. Be thus to me, as thou hast said. 

Zfjlonia, I am — 
But thou art wild ; wouldst madden me with woids, 
That signify just nothing ; wouldst to soothe, 
Talk me to idiocy ; and me, thus fooled, 
Rob of the only treasure that I valué. 

Dio, Indeed ! 

Zalonia. Indeed. Thou now hast heard th' 
truth — 
The truth of truth. Up to heaven's vault I shout it 
Waiting reverberation. From the tomb 
Brought back to life, loye bom anew from death, 
Sanctioned by resurrection ; have you snatched me 
From the grave's maw to thrust me back again, 
With tyrant cruelty unparallelled, 
Food for the hounds of desolating night 1 
— See thou to Ire's safety ; that he live — 
Live for my love ; or doom me to like death. 
Off with this mystery of state, or know 
I am thy victim. Off with it, at once ! 
And vex my soul no more. 

Dio, Shall I be heard ? 

Zaloma, You shall. Nay, speak. 

Dio, The law must be obeyed — 
My duty done to Thebes. For your offene© 
It must be purged by triaL Faith in me, 
If you will put it, may avail to save. 
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Trust thon imny direction. In thy hands 
Is placed thy lover's fate. 

ZdLonia. In mine ? 

Dio. A bitter cup they'll offer ; fearlessly 
Drink of it to the dregs. I will be by, 
Doubt not. Have faith in me. We are disturbed. 
Forbear, then. Trust, I say. 

Zcdonia. O night and time ! [Tkey go ouf. 

Ee^nter Eea, Mona, and Lumon. 

Rea. You bave read the statute ? 

Lumon (shewing a scroll.) Here it is. 

Mona. Explain 
Its purport. 

Lumon. Tbis. For bim who is apostate 
And ber wbo has evaded doom, a just 
Ordeal is appointed. Of the draugbt, 
Ai oretime drunk in Tbebes by tbeir Alcides, 
Ere be destroyed bis cbildren, she must drink. 
Prepared it is within, by spells and charms, 
Fermented to the beight. Witb its dark stream 
A demon enters, wbo, reluctant still 
To miscbief, must obey yet bigber pówer, 
And witb sucb fury maddens whom it filis, 
Tbat the possessed, mistaking fhends for foes, 
"WiU strike the weapon she is armed witbal 
Into the beart of liim she best has loved. 
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That done, the strange forcé, spent, yields her to 
slumber. 

JRea, This refíned justice has a double edge, 
To sentence both in one. 

Mona, The exquisite 
Subtletj oí it pleases. 

JRea, Ho ! Eremo. 

Ebimo entera. 

Prepare the seats for judgment. In the piesence 
Of the all-witnessing orb, this solemn act 
By law must be perf ormed ; yon azure arch 
The ceiling of the hall ; the hall, the air, 
Whose bounds alone exelude ; for justice would 
Invite the world to see her vindícate 
Edicts that heaven hath spoken. 

[Efremo and others, meanwhüe, maJee the 
necesaary stage arrangements. 
Dio comes, 
Who symbols Thebes. 

Mona, The Prince and Princess, too. 
Zalonia by them borne í Take we our seats. 
Lead Iré hither. • 

Enier Dio, Adon, Adone, Zalonia, Lori bearing 
the chalice of charmed liqtwr ; SiraKI, 
Xana, with a sacrificial knife. 
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Dio {tahing a seat), Hear me, in brie£ From 
Thebes I have returned, 
And follow ye from üxmal, whence ye fled, 
Leaving the city in the people's hands, 
Who rule in their own ñame. But ne'ertheless, 
Here I support the authority of him 
Whose sceptre rules us from a distant throne. 
Lead forth the accused. Keep order in the Court. 

Miter Iré, guarded, and Sürial. 

Iré, Zalonia ! 

«. , . T .. I [Emhracing, 

ZcUonia, Iré ! l ^ 

Dio. So do ye offend 
Again, against the law by which ye sufFer. 

Ire. We are love'á martyrs. Willingly we suffer. 
Our patience is our triumpL The crushed heart 
Is as a perfume, and replies to pressure 
With richer sweetness. From the fragrant altar 
The odour nses, and the heavens entranced, 
Even in the very centre of their arch 
The adoring incensé gather tenderly. 
Henee, we consent to bruising, and all wounds 
Take with a sense of glory. 

Dio, Happy warriors 
Are ye indeed ; whom death deprives of nought, 
But crowns with all we Uve for. 
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Zaloma. Tet hear me, 
Whoin liíe's strong instincts quicken. Death or 

sleep 
I wonld not haré ; but still resoigent life, 
Bom every moment, rísmg still fresh heights, 
And reaching aims oí being, promises 
Oí hope, still struggled íor and won. To me 
Love is as daylight, glows and grows to noon, 
Kor sinks until its zenith be attained. 
rd keep awake untU the evening come ; 
Ñor slumber, then, but at great nature's bidding, 
Who takes but wbat she gave, to give again, 
"With unforetold addition. 

Dio, You have said. 
Appeal to nature. There the victim stands ; 
And thou the immolating príest, or not, 
As thou shalt be inspired. We know not which ; — 
Heaven judges in the ordeal and not we. 
Drink here, while trusting heaven, the sacred wine ; 
Then do, as thou art prompted from within, 
And leave the event to power above thine own, 
Whose justice is best mercy. Give to her 
The bowl and knif e. 

[LoBi and Xana advanee j and present lier fcith 
the chaliee and sacrificial knife, Meanwhile, 
the indications of a coming starm increate. 
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Zalonia, Friends, both ! Grow my eyes dim, 
r the day darkens. 
Lori, 'Tis the day, whose mom 
le tempest threatened, Thicken, now, the clouds, 
) make thy act more solemn, calling night 
b mid-day to attend it. 
Zalonia, Sluggish thick 
16 air. That cup ! O, everlasting darkness ! 
ly grasp upon my soul is heavier 
lan nature's gloom without me. Mystery ! 
Tiat, if that wine — Nay, be it what it will, 
can but slay me. So may Iré live 
íren if I perish. 
Dio. The ordeal waits. 
Zalonia, That yoice ! — ^Those reassuring tones. I 

trust thee. 
im obedient to authority. 
Lve me the cup. 

Xana (presentiTig the knife). And this. 
Zalonia, Why this 1 — Its point 
1 tum upon myself ere him it touch, 
►, then, I know the worst. Let me take both. 

[iShe taJces the howl. 

y íaith preserve me ! Thus I drink. 

[Drinks, 

ei ! bitter \Shydden7uj. 

i the sait water of a deadened sea ! 

K 
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Dio. Stand all apart from her. Give her free course. 
Her impulse and her inspiration only 
Conduct her to the sequel. 

Adon. Methinks, the heavens 
Are frowning on this act. 

Adone, They darkle strangely. 
Zaloma (ahstractedly). And I am dead as is that 
tideless sea. 
Thoro is niy measuro in my thought of time. 
All is gross presenoe, crowding me to nothing, 
Crushed, crazed — an atom or a mind constrained, 
By naturo's ecstasy o'emm, o'erthrown, 
Dostroyed, annihilate. 

Adon, The vault is filled 
With exhalations which the gloom makes awfuL 

Zalania. Cressots aereal light the bower of love : 
Tho templo groves are amorous with sighs. 
Delirious moment ! when on him I looked, 
And marked the starlike rolling of those orbs 
That swam in passion's tear — which, like a sea 
In potency, though so minute a globe, 
Would drown those goodly vessels ; blinding them, 
Like some wrocked navy in a stormy night, 
With winds and waves, that puts the planeta ouir— 
O, how I loved him, then — how love him now ! 
Adon. A night in day. The air has grown oJectric 
Adone. The pov^ers are angry. • 



( 
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ZcUonia. Silence ! There is wrath, 
'Tis wMspered, for unpardonable sin — 
Apostacy ! My blood is curdled up, 
Like to the milk of hags. Love becomes bate. 
The sacerdotal robe, disbonoured, tums 
The sphere to blackness, and stark horror, throned 
In the sun's chariot, would consume the world. 

Bea, Now, then. 

Mona. The judgment speeds. 

Zalonia. Where is the apostate? Demon, who 
possess'st me, 
Let me behold him. A sister ñend is bis, 
Will claim acquaintance with thee. 
None conduct him. 

FU tread the circle ; where I stop, I strike, 
And 80 nntruth hath end. 

Surial {aside), Now, to my charge. 
I must be watchf uL 

Zalonia. Hush ! No lullaby 
Might wake the babe 'twould rest. Whist ! whist ! 

breathe not ! 
Justice should strike serenely;^-choose, with care, 
The victim, ere it doom. 
Not thou — ñor thou. 

No temple raiment hath been stained by ye ; 
No profanation — sacrilege. Ñor thou. 
I near the felón — oh ! [Approaching Iré, 
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I shudder. Nearer — [lAghtirwng, 

But yet not cióse upon. Ha ! there he stands ! 
He bath the garments on him. [Thvmder, 

[Ibishea on Lunion, cmditrikes at him] 
Iré wrests the toeaponjrom her. 
Suricd (aside), Thus had I done, 
By Dio's order, had the doomed steel pointed 
At Ire's bosom. 

Dio, Lo ! — the priestess. See, 
She awoons. 'Tis but exhausted fury sleeps. 

[Adon and Adone support Zcdonia, and lead 
her between them mto the encampment. 
Rea. Lost ! lost ! Shame falls on us ! 
Mona, I do repent me ! 

[Rea and Morhafollow into the tenl. 
[Lightning and thunder again. 
Iré, Ha ! Lightning % 'Tis convietion ! Thunder \ 
Sentence ! 
Not I — but thou art the apostate, Lumon. 
l^oi I (thy saviour now) but thou the teacher, 
Whom love commissioned to instmct the loving, 
To whom the panting earth looked up to listen, 
Whilst thou wouldst shew the way to her improve- 

ment, 
And progress for her children evermore. 
"Forward!" was then thy cry. The sound was 
echoed, 
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But ere the echoes dwindled into silence, 

Thou wert retuming oi^ the ancient paths, 

In error's wom-out habit dressing thee ; 

Apostate, once apostle. By the test, 

Forechosen by thyself, thou art foredoomed ; 

Champion of truth, not taught as ours to us, 

In ignorance, but wrought by reeison out 

To full conviction ; then forsaken by thee, 

Ere haK thy work was done j — withdrawn thy hand 

From the full-harnessed plough 

Lumon, Make dark the world, 
Ye terrible clouds, and hide me from myself, 
When all the rest haye shunned me. Vengeance í 

vengeance ! 
From you I make appeal unto the people — 
To them Fll tum, The might of multitudes, 
Borne on reaction's tide, which I can shapc, 
Shall sweep ye, like a deluge. 

[Ectit, foll(ywed by Eremo, 
[A terrible storm. 

Dio. To our camps. 

\A trtmendous peal of thvmder. 

Iré, Nay, there's a crash no shelter could protect from. 
Tis safer here. A peal like that is final. 
Methought it launched a bolt. 

Be-enter Eremo. 
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Eremo. Look out ! — ^behold ! 
O, terribly retributive is heaven. 
A meteor-etone has fallen from on bigb, 
And smitten Lumon ; — ^there he lies, a heap, 
The skyey mass beside him. 

Iré, This confírms 
Zalonia's sentence. Shed a tear íor him. 

Be-enter Adon cmd Ajooifs. 

Adone, She wakens. Lo, Zaloni& 

ZaloTda (re-entering), Ire ! Iré ! 

Adán. The day again is dawning. Now, it brightens ; 
Nay, now beams broadly out. 

Adone, Behold, who comes 
With the retuming sunshino. 

Adon. Tis Oneret ! 
But who are these with her f 

Enter Oneret, in /emole attire, attended toüh several 

Senators^rom Uxmal. 

Oneret. True to my promise, prince, I've wionght 
íor thee 
And thy deliverance. With most loyal faith 
I wrote thee words of hope, to give thee cheer, 
While I went henee, and, through the wildemess, 
Returaed to Uxmal's city. Thither come, 
I told the eager multitudes our tale, 
Converting them with marvel. At length, the faith, 
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Bom of the crowd, o'erswayed its rulers too, 
And Uxmal's senate, in full frequence met, 
Weighing the matter in the scales of judgment, 
AjTÍyed at resolution ; and, in fine, 
3ent deputation forth, — even these, — ^to greet thee, 
^d thus invite thee home. 

Dio, Thebes is content. 

Zaloma, {eoTrmig forward with Iré). Thy words in- 
yest me with astonishment. 
— TJnder the inflnence of that mystic draught, 
What then I did, not did; what said, or not ; 
tVliat judgment gave, what deed judicial acted, 
To my blank mind comes like a foreign story. 
low thankf ul am I that no guilt was mine, 
To make recovered sense a wretched boon, 
íTindictively hestowed. Auspicious fortune, 
'. see, awaits me : f or remorse and grief , 
5oth joy and love, in a f ar happier world 
rhan that we dwelt in ere these troubles came ; 
Che same, — but better taught and wiser grown. 

Adon, Love, say ye 1 Ay, how defécate and pure, 
3uch asAdone now is certain of. 
^or see how Oneret and Lori grant 
?roof of their mutual binding. 

Oneret. Well thou sayst, 
)ut not the best and greatest. This my arm 
Chou see'st embracing the beloved's neck ; 
IxLt knowst not who I am, save Onereít. 
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Zalania. Save Oneret ? 

Oneret. Such is my ñame on earth, 
Where I assame the garb of minister, 
And serve right-willingly the hearts that love ; 
Yet, elsewhere, am I otherwise esteemed : 
Xo handmaid waiting on mere mortal needs, 
But queen of beauty. Lori is my son. 

Lori, singa, 

[Retiring wUh Oneret to the hack of the atage, 
My part is played. My home's above. 
Yes, know me f or tho God of Love. 

Oneret, 
God of love — return above ! 

Lori, 

Mother ! I come — I come ! 
Let the spheres be dumb. 
Tve touched oíd earth, 
And ta'en new birth ; 
Made strong thereby, 
To rule the sky, 

As of oíd — 

Behold ! 
We fly — we fly! 



r- 

r 
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Final Tablean. 

[Bothf hand in hand, having ascended an eleva- 
tion in the distan/íe, graduaüy melt into the 
horizon. The whole of the characters stand 
in altitudes of wonder. Even Bea and 
Mona come f rom the tent to gaze. 
•alonia {embrax^ng Iré). All we have seen is visión ; 

all we have done 
Team. Tis past. Even so will fade the sun. 

Oneret and Lori, repeat, unseen, singing, "God 
of Love," etc., a>s the Curtain falls. 



END OF UXMAL. 
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MACEE DE LÉODEPART. 



IN FIVE NUMBERS. 
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HE materials for the following metrical romance 
were fumished by Miss Costello's " Life of 
Jacques Coeur," published in 1847. Miss 
Costello had seen a portrait of Jacques Coeur, at 
Bourges. " It exists," she says, " in a small chamber 
used for legal purposes in the Mairie, whicL is no 
other than the mansión of the celebrated merchant." 
This portrait is engraved as frontispiece to her book. 
There exists another portrait of Jacques Coeur, of 
which an engraving is given in Denis Godefroid's 
*' Life of Charles VIL" It has a different headdress, 
but the f eatures and expression are identical. In that 
he appears in a smaU cióse cap, furred at the edge, 
instead of the remarkable turban (of which poetic 
use, it will be seen, is made in the fourth división of 
our historical romance) he is generally represented 
as wearing, and which, although apparently oriental, is 
merely the costume of the period, wom always by 
persons of distinction. There is in an illuminated 
MS. in the British Museum a portrait of the Duke 



oí Buigimdy similarly arrayed ; and it never happens 
that the argentier, in the sculptures which adom bis 
house, is otherwise dressed. It is supposed that the 
turban is wom thiough the fírst four parts oí the 
foUowing drama^ and the cióse furred cap in the last. 
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Agnes Sobbl {her Maid ofBonour). 

(¡^PABLES VII. (King of France), 

Jacqüss Ooiub {his Árgentier). 

Jean dü Villaob (Coiub'b Stewa/rd), 

Alais Ghabtieb (a Poet), 

SiEUB de Giao ) 

Le Camus de Beauldeu ] (^^'•'*«*-')- 

Geoboe de la Tbémouille (a NohU), 

Antoine de Ohabannes, Comtb de Dammabtin (an Lcorcheur), 

Goto Gastellani (Treasurer of TouUmse). 

GUILLAUME GtMABT ) ,— _ 

^ > (Two Factorá). 

Gaillabdet y ' 

Mathieu D'Ecole {Ahbot of tíie Convent of Cortleliers at 

Beaucaire), 

DUCLEBE ) r, , ,. . 

SlMONET ) 

MiOHBLET (a Ca^tcdn), 

LegtUefrom Pope NicTiolas, SMierSy AtttmdanU, dic. 
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SELLLES AND BEAUCAIRE. 
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Fop Costumes, vide " The Life of Jacques Cceur, the French 
Aigonaut and his Times/' by Louisa Stuart Costello, 1847. 
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MACEE DE LEODEPART. 

I 

Thb Coürt of Lovk. 

ScBNE — I%e Town Hall at BourgeSy fitted up for 

" the Court of Love" 

Alaín Chartier aiid the Sieür de Giac. 

Qia>c, This hall is fumislied for the Court of Love. 

Chartier. 'Tis fairly fumished. 

Criac, O mon Dieu ! — and note, 
That there king Eéne's sister will preside ; 
Thence speak the sentence, in the suit between 
King Charles and our ñch merchant. 

Chartier. But in the way 
Of gallantry, you guess — ^for both are married, 
CaBsar and Croesus. 

Qiac. Whose shall be the fair 
Agnes SoreL Mon Dieu I King Réne's sister, 
Our Charles's queen, shall judge between the rivals ! 
The merchantes spouse (beshrew^ her !) likes it not. 
Think you, king Eéne would esteem this sport 
A fítting pastime ? 
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C1iartiei\ Tush ! tush ! A merry suit — 
A very merry suit, and well designed 
To make the langnid honra the king here spends, 
In forced seclusion, move with livelier speed. 
King Eéne, royal troubadour, who sings 
Of love and lovo and love, bis constant theme, 
Knows every mood of the platonic heart, 
Will, when he hears it, feel but one regret — 
That he was absent from the dainty show, 
And envy me, bis rival in sweet song. 
Besides, to tell the truth, our Charles, from boyhood, 
Zealous and valiant, needs awakening, yet, 
By some device or other — for bis spirit 
Affects a learned ease, and would f orget 
He has a throne to win— that the town of Bourges 
Is not the city of Paris, ñor tbis castle 
The palace of bis fatbers. 
To tbis end, 

The queen berself witb the aforesaid Agnes, 
And rich Jacques Ca3iir, contrived tbis merry suit. 

Giac, O del ! Who bears the cost ] 

Chartier, Who but Jacques Coeur. 

Giac. What, be í 

Chartier, He, the king*s king — wbom wanting, were 
no king. 
Has the king gold, it was from the merchantes cbest ; 
Does the king feast, it ia íiom the merchantes lardar. 
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In truth, our Charles were pauper but for Coeur, 

Here suffering disiiilierison in Bourges, 

While there in París, and the rest of France, 

rhe English and Borgundian sway the realm. 

But, soft ! who comes in haste ] — ^What storm's ahead 1 



Le Camus de Beaulieü erUers. 

JBeatilieu. The king's insulted, and, for once, in- 
censed. 

Chartier, Bywhom? 

Beaulieü. La Tremouille. 

Chartier, Howí — when? 

Beatdieu. He met the king, 
Chis instant, coming hither ; walked up to him, 
jooking defíance, then, with scoffing lip, 
lailed him with, " King of Bourges ! how goes the 

dayl" 
Ls Bourges were all his sovereignty. 

Chartier. Li sooth, 
L bitter jest ! O crownM poverty ! 
^or all thy crown, thou art not reverenced more 
lian the bare head, but, therefore rather scomed, 
jid pitied less. 

Giac. The king resented it 1 

Beaulieü, How, you may see ; there come they. 
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Knro Charubs amd suite with Qbobqb Db La 

Tr¿xocillb cwler. 

Charles. Set him hee. 
Now, bj mj chivaliy, tiiis is a kn^ht^ 
Affects the down ; that, when he dolfe his smock, 
Suipiise may quicken mirth. 

Trémouüle. Yon say right well ; 
A knight am I, one bom oí noble line ; 
No man of the people, like your f avonríte Cobut, 
But courtly of the court, and loathing riches 
That grow on mean descent 

Charles. Well, one Hke you 
Should know good manneis. Why did you forget 
theml 

Trémouüle. Because my king foigot that he was 
king, 
And let the ignoble sway him, to the wrong 
Of such as were his peers. 

Charles. Now, by the cross ! 
Whom have I wronged 1 

Trémouüle (smiting his breast), Geoige de la Tré- 
monille 1 

Charles. I know thee now ; thou hast pronounced 
thy ñame, 
And in that ñame thy condemnation, too. 
Now, hear me speak. Man, thou wouldst purchase 
Jands, 
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Broad lands, for twenty thousand golden crowns. 
The golden crowns thou hadst not, so the owner 
Sold them, instead, to him who liad. 

Trémouüle, Yes, to Jacques Coeur, 
Who now is lord of Toucy and Fargeau. 
Their ancient castles to plebeian rule 
Have thus been forced to bow. 1 plead my rights, 
My order's rights, against a merchantes coins. 

Charles, Yon have done so. Your suit was urged 
and heard, 
And the stem law has judged the lands are his. 

Trémouüle. By undue means decisión was obtained. 

Charlea, On a king*s honour, you mistake yourself, 
Your cause, the trial, and its righteous issue. 
No more ! — ^begone ! — you are pardoned I 

Trémouüle, Maybe I Well — 
But never pardon I the wealthy upstart — 
Let him be lord of Toucy, or king of France ; 
My vengeance, on the dais or the throne, 
Spreads o'er him ruinous wings, and, vulture-like, 
With sudden swoop, shall falL [Goea out. 

Charlea. Alas, for state ! 
When birth and merit strive for precedence. 
No choice for me. My gratitude, my love, 
This Coeur has nobly eamed ; he has them both, 
Is worth them — the magnanimous of soul 
Takes rank with monarchs. Go thy sordid way, 
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Proud Trémouille ; thou canst not match with Cceut. 
Now, to our queen. The hall is well prepared, 
Though o'er its mom, this churl has thrown a cloud, 
Our joyance shall, unchecked, shine out at noon. 

[Goes out, foUotoed by hü suite and the rest, 

Enter Macee de Léodepart and Jbannb De Vendóme, 
follmoed by La Teémoüille. 

Trémouille. Your pardon, madam. Do I not address 
The wif e of merchant Coeur. 

Macee (with dignity). You do. Your ñame 1 

Trémouille. Tis one as proud. 

Macee. So, sir ! my speech was civil. 

Trémouille, Yes ; coldly civil ; such as well befíts 
The highbom to the mean. We must change places. 

Macee. Strange ! but I have scanned him welL It 
must be he. 
líone other were so rudely arrogant. 
La Trémouille, I guess 1 

Trémouille. Eight, madam ! 

Macee. To 
My lord, then, bear thy plaints, strive thou with him. 
Shame to thy malice, that so low can stoop ! 
Taunt unoffending woman — shame ! shame ! shame ! 

Trémouille. True ; the new gallantry might have 
taught me better ; 
I knew not you were teacher in that school. 
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You suffer wrong, I grant, yet not f rom me ; 
True words are spoke in jest. This merry suit 
Has a pre-argument. Loves not your Coeur, 
In eamest sort, f air Agnes ? Chance gives of t 
Proof vainly sought on purpose. In the question, 
Was late between us, when I met him once ; 
Who sat within his chamber, cheek to cheek, 
Alone with him — familiar as twin doves ] 
Agnes Sorel is charming— very charming. 
Another time — 

Macee. No other time. Ñor that — 
Ñor this ! You know not Coeur. Be silent, sir ! 
Here comes my lord — hell better answer you. 

Jacqües C(eur entere loüh a retinue. 

Trémouüle. No ! let him answer you ; I have done 
with him. 
You are the daughter of a generous house ; 
Much you forgot in yielding to his wooing ; 
May, haply, all forget. The man is wealthy, 
And gold buys license. Heed you not í 

Marcee, Coeur ! husband ! 
This man would to the mind of thy Macee, 
Suggest the yellow plague of jealousy ; 
Of thee and thy high motives ignorant — 
This Trémouille. 

CoBur, Scom him. Let him be sure, 
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Before he judgea us, he hath the skill. 
I've not yet heard the muses ever taught him, 
Song, legend, masque, love-lore, or any lore ; 
So let him canker in his ignorance. ' 
What ! moody ? 

Macee, But a thought. Some other time. 

Cernir, Beloved Macee ! I may not brook a doubt — 
I have a task that needs expediences, 
And least from you may meet impediment. 
Look up more clearly. 

Macee. Base suggestion, henee ! 
I have no dread of thee, no doubt of thee ; 
But much for thee I do both doubt and dread, 
Knowing that Mammón is a treacherous god, 
Expediency a quicksand. But, no more — 
I will perform my errand ; then retum. 
Come, Jeanné Vendóme. 

[Exeünt Macee and Véndame. 

Cceur. La Trémouille ! beware ! 
You will do well in future to be guarded 
In uttering your shrewd guesses. 

Trémouille. Have a care 
More of your deeds than of my words. 

Cosur, My deeds í 
They're honour's 1 All my aims are acts — ^they*re 

prudent. 
And in their wisdom prosper. 
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I 

Maoée re-entera, 

Have you sped ? 

Macee. Not welL But here comes he I sought. 

Trémouille, What Charles, 
Or Chartier? O, madam ! keepyou clear 
Of kings and minstrels, or your peace is wrecked. 

Macee, You're troublesome. 
Hail to your Majesty ! 

Charles, Chartier, Beauueu, and Giac re-enter. 

Charles, Madame Macee ! you're well encoimtered 
where 
Our queen instructed our dull sense to find you. 
I come to plead with you in her behaK, 
And that of the fair Agnes. I myseK 
To plead, in her majestic ñame, the cause 
Of gallantry — such innocence of sport, 
Has its one source in generous sentiment 
And sympathy of mind, alike commended 
By grave philosophy and pleasant song. 
Her great example should with thee prevalí, 
To me conditioned, as thou art to him 
Thy wise and prudent lord. 

Macee, I do obey — 
And will take part in the da/s show, convinced, 
By such authority, of a subject's duty. 

Charlea, Then all here stay — anón, the court will 
form, 
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Our queen will enter in her state ; myself 

And my friend Cceur are suitors. Here stay we. 

You, Chartier, with song amuse the time. 

Sonó 
{By Alain Chartier). 
XJpon these lips once kissed by thee, 
O princely Marguerite ! 
Is sealed a spell that bidés with me, 
And makes my lays so sweet ; 
For still they sing of chivaby, 
And love, for nobles meet 

The vulgar soul the tender charm 

Interprets, as it must ; 

But genial hearts, with passion warm, 

Can yet be fond and jnst. 

Love only can with life infonn 

And consécrate our dust ! 

Queen Marie d'Anjou, with a numerovs train of 
Ladies and Knights, here entera and assumes the throne, 

Queen, Ladies and knights ! *tis with unwonted pride, 
That, in your Court of Love, your queen accepts 
The honoured judgment-seat. 111 were the blood 
That was my sire's, transmitted to these veins, 
If I acknowledged not the noble impulse, 
Of men makes héroes and of women angels. 
What is the amorous suit 1 
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Charles. It touches one, 
Agnes Sorel, a maid belonging late 
To princess Isabella of Lorraine, 
"Now to your majesty — ^therefore to me. 
Your's her good sense, fine wit and finer grace ; 
And therefore mine ! 'Twere waste for me to praise 
The fascination and the loveliness 
Of all acknowledged. Early seen by me, 
This heart platonic influence soon avowed, 
By you pennitted. 

Queen, Is there nought else ? 

Charles. This — 
A man we cali and know to be our friend, 
With head more cool, but heart as warm as onrs, 
Of fortune favoured more — no king in ñame, 
Yet king in means — consorts fair Agnes too, 
Is smiled upon by her, and holds her ear 
"With soft persuasión, corresponds with her. 
Has daily, hourly intercourse — until, 
With feíir our Agnes may prevé infidel, 
Our jealous soul is troubled. 

Queen. Would ye, we 
Impose restraint on her, or him *? You are not 
To leam, love wül not be restrained. You're heard. 
What answers the defendantí 

CoBur. Queen of beauty, 
Fair arbitress of love ! your majesty. 
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Suffice it that I plead, the plaintiff is 
Disqualified — ^his love forepledged and wed. 

Queen, He has confessed as much. And is not yoursl 

Coeur, Confession is not proof. Did I confess, 
There yet were needed witness. 

Queen. 'Tis at band. 
Macee de Léodepart ! come into court. 

Macee, Must I play such a part ? Well ! I submit. 
Here, royal niistress. 

Qiteen. YouVe beard tbe argument. Proceed. 

Macee. Belovéd queen ! that I am wed to Coeur, 
Is known to all, and tberewitb satisfied 
I would conclude ; but tbat most bigb example 
Migbt justify conjecture, I were fain 
To be content witb a divided heart ; 
Which is Twt 80, Fidelity in mine, 
Would mirrored find itself in tbat deep sea ; 
Even bis, wbere all my treasures buríed lie ; 
Wbereof bereavéd, abject poor were I ! 

Cosur. A wife unparalleled — a priceless jewel ! 
Talk yon of treasures, girl ? Wby, all my wealth 
Were not of worth to buy sucb ! Voyaged far 
Have I ; seen beaps of gold and diamonds, 
And gorgeous works in colour and in stone, 
In Italy, and in tbe Orient — 
But never gem so wbole, so puré, so stainless, 
As tbat true beart of tbine ! 
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Queen, Such ecstacies 
Throw doubt upon the trial ; cause the need 
Of Agnes' beauteous presence to be f elt, 
To prove the mercliant rival to the king. 

Cosur, Let her, I pray, be sent f or. 

Queen. £e it so. 
Meanwhile, this lady may have proof to render. 

Macee. I would not, of my voluntary act, 
Abate the pleasure of the time and place ; 
Yet not, for its promotion, would I wanton 
"With my best feelings, and grow fabulons. 
Jacques Cceur has been to me a faithf ul lord, 
Honest and true, of the old-fashioned sort. 
— What, if on lady Agnes he has looked 
With a delightful eye ; . . I know to him 
Fair things are pleasing : — What, though he have 

listened 
To the rich music of her speech ; . . I know 
That hers floats wisdom on its melodies ; — 
What, though he frequents her society ; 
There are state reasons for it. The true wife 
Would not abridge her husband*s liberty — 
Sure of bis heart, he free may roam the world ! 

Chartier. The lady Agnes comes. 

AoNES Sorel entera, attended. 
Queen. My royeil lord ! 
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Madam Macee, methinks, hath lead us both 
A lesson we should heed. 

Charles. ^Next, list to Agnes ! 
Doubtless, we both shall leadj quittance have. 
What saith the f air Sorel ) What passages 
Oí love 'twixt wealth and beauty have theie been 1 

Sord, A pretty allegory you suggest, 
My sovereign liege — but one, methinks, so oíd, 
It well were obsolete ; yet will not perish, 
Wbile Jupiters descend in golden showers, 
The Danaes will prove motheis. 
Charles. Then, poor Charles 
To richer Coeur rrmst yield. 

Quem. " Must "1 " Must "— in love ! 
Love's queen in me resists compulsion's law. 
The richer Coeur is barred by his chaste wife, 
Who here, in court, objects her prior claim : 
And we that prior claim now ratify. 
— But he, the royal plaintifif in love's suit, 
Hath now no wife, who can, before love's throne, 
Hold him in bar. Free privilege is his, 
To woo and win fair Agnes, if he may. 
But much I doubt her heart is tumed away. 

Charles. Thanks for thy sentence, love's best 
arbitress ! 
Left in the solé possession of the field, 
I were indeed weak warrior, should I yield. 
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Queen {deaeending fraia the throné), Break up the 
court ! Glose our diversión here ! 
Let US to graver duties. There is need ! 

Macee. My royal mistress, and my loving lord ! 
At your command, I have unbended me. 
— I trust, no slander touching on my husband 
May grow on my submission. 

Queen. Be of cheer ! 

Macee. A merchantes credit is more capital, 
Than all the wealth he perils in adventure. 
Thus, for my happiness, his honour's pawned. 
But for his sake, even more than for my own, 
I hold it sacred. 

Queen. Ñor shall it suffer. 

Sorel. It shall not ! 
In proof, now heed my speech. Great king of France ! 
I have a tale will witch you. 

Charles. Tell it, then. 

Sorel. The cunning man, without — (how ñame you 
him?) 
The astrologer, even now foretold my fortune. 
What think you 'tis í 

Charles. Make me not guess — but say. 

Sorel. This, then the sentence from the stars he 
brings : — 
I shall be nothing less than " the adored 
Of the most mighty monarch of the age !" 
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Citarles, Then, thou art mine ! 
Sorel, What, thine ? Nay, now thou dieamest 
Henry of England. I am told, prepares 
To add thy crown to his. This granted, he 
Must be the greater, sure ! Wherefore, I pray, 
Pennit me passage to King Henry's court, 
That I may thus f ulfil my destiny. 

Charles, Agnes ! you mock me ! Would you scom 
me, Agnes ? 
By heaven ! my soul is fired ! What ! take my crown, 
Henry of England ? First, thou takest my Ufe ! 
For, not without, will I surrender that 
Which makes its having other than a baseness ! 

Cosur. Hail, king of France ! there spake the mon- 
arch ! — ^these, 
Thy words have made me jocund as with wine ! 
Anón, shalt thou drive out from Normandy 
The intruding English ! Ñor despair of means, 
Leave them to me. Now, Charles is king of France. 
\^AU go out y except Síeur Giac, BeatUieu, and La 
Trémouüle. 
Giac, Spare me a minute, good Beaulieu. 
Beaulieu, Ah ! wherefore ? 

Giac. No words. What you shall note will answer 
you. [Golng over to La Trémouüle, 

Giac, Now, are you edified ? 
Trémouüle. With what? 
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Giac. With what ? Mon Di&u ! 

Trémouille, Go to ! you are a f op ; — and worse, an 
oíd one ! 
An ancient ass, that thiiiks his braying music. 

Giac {with jprovokí/ng coolness). Mon Dieu ! I see 
you've not been edified. 
You know not, Charles of France has won the day, 
Has driven the English out, resumed his throne, 
Where Victory plumed sits with him, on the right ! 

Trémouille, What do you mean ] 

Giac, Why, that if I be fop, 
And at my years should ape a graver manner, 
You doubtless are the ass — and those long ears, 
Know notwhen they hear music. 

Beaulieu, Dear Giac ! 
Nay, this is scarcely generous. Trémouille ! 
He is but merry. 

Trémouille. Let me go ! Henee with you ! 
'Tis you encourage Charles in wantonness, 
And trust to songs what should be done with swords ; 
*Tis you who flatter him, and aid their arts, 
Agnes Sorel and Coeur. 

Giac, Add, too, the queen ; 
Whose influence is legitimate, I hope ! 
They who, by this day's seeming simple sport, 
Have waked the soul of France in Charles's bosom, 
And roused her genius from the sleep of death ! 

M 
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Now, know me better, sir ! No fop am I — 

'TÍ8 but the slough tbe tailor makes for me. 

I doff my coat, and prove a warrior ! 

Mistake me not again. And, for your carping, 

Leam rather from tbe manners you observe, 

Than act tbe censor on tbem. Ere long, you'll know, 

Wbat now youVe witnessed, and not understood, 

Was cbarged witb glorious issues, wisely planned, 

In minds tbat by your own m^y not be scanned. 

Beaulieu, You bave been too rasb. 

Giac. Bab ! He is too splenetic. 

[Goes out with Beaulieu. 

Trémouille {alone), Taunted — ^by bim— tbe facile 
favourite : — 
Duped witb a pageant ; cbid for ignorance ; — 
Cheated of privilege ; — deprived of lands ; — 
And made tbe gibe — tbe sport of parvenus ! 
Wby ! wbat new power is tbis, tbat vaunts siicb sway, 
By time unsanctioned, o'er time-sanctioned tbings 1 
Let wbo will yield — I'U hold me yet erect ! 
Adieu ! fond Cbarles ! I'll seek tby enemies ! 
Agnes Sorel 1 The Dauphin struck tbe minx ; 
Wherefore bis angry fatber banisbed bim 
To Daupbiné, to brood on bis revenge. 
Where with intriguers be dotb plot against 
The demoiselle of beauty. I'll to bim ! 
Not Charles, but Louis my allegiance claims. 
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11. 

ROUEN. 

Scene — Near the Gates of the Toirni. 
Otto Castbllani and Jbak du Villaqe enter, 

Otto Castdlani, Or I mistake, or you, my friend, 
are steward 
To the rich merchant, the king's argentier, 
Lhe great Jacques Coeur. 

Vülage. Your memory is as true 
Ls dial to the siin. 

Otto. Your ñame is Jean 
)u Village. 

Vülage, Yours is Otto Castellani, 
'he Florentine, the Treasurer of Toulouse. 
Tou owe the place unto my master's favour. 

Otto, Ha ! weU reminded ! — (Aside) Smite him dumh 
f or it, 
t. Zachary! — (Áloud) Shake hands! We both are 

leagued 
n the same purpose, as I guess. You come, 
'o witness his triumphal entry ? 

Vülage, Say, 
Lather, our good king Charles. 

Otto, Nay, be not modest — 

iharles were not king, but for his treasurer ! 

M 2 
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Twas Jacques Ccenr's gold that drove those English 

forth 
From Xonnandy. It makes me feel ambitious, 
Village, to be like Cceur in wealth and power, 
As in pursnit A mercbant prrnee, forsooth? 
A mercbant kixg is be ! It makes ns proud — 
It makes us bope — ^wbo are of tbe mercbant-craft ; 
It makes us equal witb tbe lords o' tb' soiL 

Vil I age, Xay, Coeur is lord of many fine estates, 
In Bt^urges to wit, Montpellier and Fargean; 
Not less tban f orty, as I reckon. Look ! 
Tbe crowd increases. Wbo comes bitberf Joy! 
Tis Alain Cbartier ! 

ÁSJLDX Chabtier erUers. 

Cliartier. 'Tis I, YiUage ! 
Ha I ba ! Tbey^U enter soon ! Our good king Cbailes, 
Wilh all bis court and army, to possess 
His own good town of Rouen. Kejoicej kind Jean ! 
Your master will be bonoured. For bis largess 
To tbe great cause of France, tbe grateful king 
Makes bim conspicuous. Equally be rides 
Witb Count Dunois, Yarenne and De Graucourt, 
Alike eacb dressed, tbeir steeds caparisoned. 
Our Cbarles bimself precedes, armed at all points, 
His palfrey decked witb azure, golden strewed, 
Attended by tbe King of Sicily, 
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Counts, prelates, squires and príests. Here are the gates. 

You*ll see them enter. Come with me along, 

Of special grace, I have gained you standing-room. 

[T?ie jprocession pasees over, 

Scene changes — Corridor of the Palace, 

Jacqubs C(eub and Antoine de Chabannes, Comtb 

DE Dammartin, enter, 

Chabannes, Tve called you thus aside to buy your 
favour. 
I owe thee many sums of golden crowns — 
Yet, stung with spleen, have fallen from your cause, 
And joined the Dauphin's to despite king Charles. 

Coeur, It was an idle quarreL 

Chabannes, Why, the king chid me 
For my écorcherie ; he called it pillage — 
I was, forsooth, a " skinner," écorcheur I 
Well, be it so ! What wrong I did as such 
Was well redeemed. The power I wildly raised, 
I had wielded in his cause, and that of Trance. 

Coeur, Suffice it, there is one cool head i' th' realm. 
XJm 1 — So you joined the Dauphin 'gainst the King. 
Evil the son that wars against his sire. 

Chabannes, Heaven has declared against the ui\- 
natural strif e, 
XJpheld the father, and depressed the son. 
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There were small chance oí mj lepaying yon, 
Had I remained with Lonis ; . . henee, I am here. 
Tí» Charies's fortune Fd mjself ally, 
The which are yon, nnless I grossly en — 
T*j him in yon I wonld he leooncfled. 

Oeur. In Chades's ñame, Chahannes, I pardon you. 
Tlie king has grown a wairior, as yon know. 
And, plnmed with conqnest, can he geneíons. 
Still need yon ? 

Chahannes. Yes. 

(Vtfr. A thonsand downs, Chahannes, 
ni lend yon from my store. Will that content youf 

Chahannes. It wilL 

Cantr. What more f 

Chahannes. La Trémonille, with me 
Revolted, would retnm to favonr. 

Coeur. Ay ! 
He did insnlt the " King of Boniges:" — ^the King 
Of France knows nothing of it. Wonld he gneidon, 
For his desertion of the Danphin's canse % 

Chahannes. He asks but mercy. 

C(eur. Mercy he shall have. 
He necd not fear — no more than we fear him. 

Chahannes. He has abeady made his peace, I find, 
With dame Sorel. Here, in her suite, he comes. 

Cceur, Twas overprudent. Still, perhaps, 'tís 
well 
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Agnes Sorel, Jeanne de Vendóme, Trémoüille, 
Bbaulieu, Giac, and Attendants, enter, 

Casur, Welcome, Sorel ! The soul you breathed in 
Charles 
Hath of a languid lover made a hero, 
Active and bold : he's quite a Mars íq battles — 
In f eats of personal prowess, an Achules. 
France has her king and leade^r in the fíeld. 

Sorel. Trance has what I have lost. Yet, willingly, 
Surrender I my happiness to hers. 
Here rests he now ? 

Coeur. No rest as yet, for him 
Or me. "We mnst pursue success, or lose it. 
Harfleur must yet be won, Caen, Cherbourg ; 
Ñor may we give advantage to the foe, 
Untü the sea divides ns from each other. 

Sord, War has its charges. Is the cost defrayed 1 

Cosur. There's not a month'fi arrear in all the army. 
For every soldier's need I have disbursed 
HÍ8 pimctual wages. 'Tíb my proper service. 
Owe I not all imto the king and land, 
By whose protection I have won my wealth? 
Becanse I was a Frenchman, and his subject, 
The Soldán oft has granted me safe-conduct, 
For my stored galleys and my factors both, 
Exposed to peni both on sea and land. 
Whate'er I have belongs to France and Charles. 
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SoreL Whate'er I am belongs to both ! 
Coeur. Mosttme. 
Our state-craft is believed in, now, by all. 
La Trémouille, even, is no sceptic. 

Trémouille. Sir ! 
What said you 1 I was troubled ! Pray you, pardon! 

Sord, Vm glad he heard it not. I boast no craft: 
I make my heart a patriot offering — 
Xor more, ñor less ! 

Trémouille. There's witchcraft at the bottom. 
There's no resisting magic ; so I yield ! 

Coeur, And so do I, in such an argument. 
{To Jeanne de Vendóme,) Fair demoiselle ! a word! 

[They retire. 
Sorel. Witchcraft and magic ! 
La Trémouille ! 

Trémouille. I charge not you. 
Sorel. Whom, then. 

Trémouille. There is a stone called thePhilosopher's, 
Which whoso hath may have what else he would. 
It can transmute all metáis into gold ; 
And this, they say, Jacques Coeur has long possessed. 
And henee his wealth arises. 

Sorel. Trémouille ! 
Who tell you so, abuse you. Not the stone, 
But the philosophy steads Coeur so well ! 
His knowledge is the magic that he wields : 
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He knows the markets of the worid by rote, 
Has seen them with his eyes, and, from afar, 
Being absent from them, reaches them with ships. 
As many months as hath the year, so many 
Of his brave vessels sail upon the sea, 
Bound to the Levant ; Egypt, that oíd power. 
Has commerce with him ; while, at various ports, 
More than three centnries of his agents dwell, 
In Asia and in Europe. Wheresoe'er 
His navies travel, they command respect, 
Such homage as to sovran things pertains. 
From the remotest East ; their ribs full-stuffed 
With silk, and cloths of gold, furs, spices, arms, 
Ingots of gold and silver ; they retum, 
Like jolly victors all whose triumphs had been 
Doubled by Bacchus. 

Trémouille. And Coeur's brain, methinks. 
Has caught the influence. Were he sane or sober. 
He would not shew his wealth to such excess. 
The proud, luxurious merchant ! Why — his board 
Is more than royal ; . . not a cup, ñor bowl, 
No common platter, but of precious metal. 
His horses, even, they say, are shod with silver. 

Cceur (coming formará), I am vexed to hear my 
wife is discontent 
At our proceedings. I would know the cause. 
Pray you, step in — and say, I wait her here. 

\E¿xxi Jeauíie de Feu(i<5me 
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(Aside) Not natuially disposed, too stem of mind 

For weakness, yet by circumstance deceived, 

I f ear, beloved Macee ! doubt of my faith 

Hath, like an alien, in thy ampie heart, 

Set up his tent, though^not yet built bis house. 

But m expel bim from tbe soil ! 

(Alüud) Fair dame, 

And nobles ! Will it please you, be advised 1 

Tbe king expects you. Pardon me, Sorel ! 

I may not be your usber — ^but Cbabannes. 

Chabannes. O, willingly. 

Sorel, Cbabannes can be gallant, 
But Cceur — 

Cceur, Lady, be counselled. 

Sorel. He is troubled ! 
Wbat means it 1 Ha ! bere comes bis wedded pride ! 

Enter Macéb, attended hy Jeanne de Vendóme. Sli^e 
passes hy Agkes Sorel, with a marked and 
haughiy gesture, almost of scorn or disdain, 

Pride 1 Sometbingworse, metbinks! Seek we tbe king, 
Cceub, Macee and Jeanne remain, 

Cceur. Is tbis our welcomel Tben tbe forebead 
flusbed 
Of conquest grows like fear's, and triumpb's cbeeks 
Are pallid as your own, as sunken wild, 
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Two desert caves, that shoiild be swollen piiffed, 
The triunpet at her mouth. How now, dear wife 1 

Macee. Am I yet dear 1 — your wife 1 Your widow, 
rather ! 
Think not I envy France, or dread Bellona 
Hath been too much your bride : — so long divorced, 
I might have moumed the absent as the dead, 
Had none heard from you. But to me while f ew 
And frigid your replies, witb trines baited, 
Agnes Sorel received your soul in letters, 
Making her wise in every circumstance, 
Wherein myself was but an idiot. 

Comr, Trust me, dear wife, such caution was re- 
quired. 

Mcícee. Fiae caution ! — from a wife that would con- 
ceal, 
What to a mistress f reely was avowed ! 

Coeur, Tis you avow too freely what you should 
Give scarcely thought to, never words at all — 
Slandering the king, . . or me. 'Twere shame of you, 
To be the tongue of scandal. 

Macee. Shame not me — 
The honest blush not what they think to say, 
And truth, albeit called scandal, still is truth. 

Cosur. Truth may be spoke untruly. But your 
motives 
I trust are true ; . . else were your words — 
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Macee. What were tbey t 

drur. Nay — bo not rasli ! Ñor try too far my 
patience! 
A womaii swears submission at tbe sbrine, 
And, aftor marriage, 'tis tbe attribute 
Tbat ci)n$ociaU>$ ber most Sball all my care, 
My laK^ur in tbe servico of tbe State, 
Tbo ambition tbat on wealtb sbould set tbe crown, 
niíisolvo U> A'ajxmr, become dreams again, 
BiMüuise a peovisli wiU would domínate, 
And a proud wííe direct a busband's course ? 
Mucb t\s I K)ve tboe, let us bencefortb meet 
Only to wrangUs as tbe vulgar do, 
Kn> I yiold aiigbt in tliis. 

il/drtv. Cceur ! I was born 
To at U>ast eiiutü privilege witb you ; 
And niigbt, porbajvs, in manners and in moráis, 
Bo your instructor. 

Coeur, Fond ono ! not in eitber. 

Macee. In botb. 

Cü&wr, Nay, by your loave, in neitber. 

Macee, You 
Too mucb concede to tbe gay law of tbe time. 
And countenance wandering appetite for love, 
Tbat's only lawful, wedded. 

Ctewr. Granted. Leavo me. 

Macee. No more tban tbis 1 
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Coeur. How now 1 my wajrward sceptic ! 
Must I explain my policy, ere you 
Confide in it ] Has*t been so little proved, 
That I must give my reasons, ere you trust me 1 

Macee. Because I am your wife, I am your slave, 
And so but bave to do witb your commands ; — 
Were I your mistress, I might share your counsels. 
Cceur, Nay, now, dear wife ! you fret me 1 To thy 
soul, 
As to a temple, nought should enter in, 
But wbat is holy. We men in the world, 
Do that, in traffic, we'd ourselves not sean ; 
Yet deem it not dishonour. Better, wives 
Should of such things be ignorant ; seeing they 
Must of the laws that govem them be so, 
'Troth, none can apprehend these matters, but 
The workers in them ; and even they scant well ; 
Where more of instinct and sagacity, 
Than reason guides. Be then, the mart the mart : 
Let home be home, and all be hallowed there ! 

Macee, What words are these? What sin, what 
guilt define they 1 
Daré I interpretl 

Cosur, Daré, but cannot. You, 
Who lack experience, talk of teaching manners 1 
Modes of convention, creeds of right and wrong, 
That difFer with the clime, the colour, age ] 
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ée. Toa mock me» and, I thmk, insalt me, too, 
Else wfaetef oie ¿iKHikl I tiemble, as if conscience 
Were shaken <»i her Ützone I 

Orar. Mock roa I Xot I ! 

Maceta Nal thi» mj fathei; in jny childliood, 
tau^it me. 

Csncr. Good man ! he had no knowledge oí tbe 
wotld. 

Maeée. How bappj in bis ignorance oí evil ! 

Cktur. It may be — 

Macee, ^^jy he was : . . . both wise and bappy. 

Cceur, Xot wise, thongh bappy. Toa bave granted it 

Macee, Xo, Cceor ! not so. Men may be largely wise, 
Wliose eTÜ knowledge is mnch ciiciunscribed : 
Wbereof wbo knows the least, tbe wisest he. 

Cceur. Be you content, and be the very wisest 
By knowing nought at alL But knowing noiight, 
Tbink not to teach. Let ignorance be dmnb ! 
Yet let it leam ! Leam you, to keep a seciet. 
I wTQte you one in my first letter to you ; 
You told it to oup Jeanne de Vendóme, here ; 
She to Sorel — who thence conceived suspicion ; 
I sported with her passion for King Chades, 
To my own profit Heaven knows otherwise ! 
It was for France ! My inñuence, through hers, 
Half lost by your imprudence ; . . first, I chid you, 
And next, resolved on sileuce. 
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Macee, Twas no secret ! 

Coeur, It was ! 

Macee. Kot maxked as such. Jeanne was in fault, 
Kepeating my discourse. O, Coeur ! — O, husband ! — 
Who would your wife should live in innocence, 
Yet blame her for that self-same innocence ! 

Gceur. I had not spoke of it, had you not forced 
me. 

Macee, Have I grown hatef ul 1 

Cceur, No ! — ^more loved than ever ! 

Macee, Then, yon would trust me more ! 

CcBur. Tis for your sake — 
Share you my triumphs. I would bear alone 
The troubles that lead to them. 

Macee, O, Coeur ! Coeur ! 
You love me not ! you love me not, indeed ! 
Alas ! lost heart ! I am no summer fly, 
That when the winter comes sleeps in the ingle. 
Fd bear the cold with thee — the heat with thee — 
Extremes of both ! Ah ! how can I be happy. 
Not knowing thou art so 1 Calamity 
May be this moment hovering o'er thy head, 
And I — thus blinded by thy wilful act — 
May play, sing, talk, and be most blithe of mood, 
While thou art on the torture ! Coeur ! Coeur ! Coeur ! 
I may no more be glad, not even gay, 
While this is possible. You break my heart. 
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CtBur. Cheer up. Theie ia no hann. Jeanne de 
Vendóme, 
Haste ! — help your lady ! See what you have done, 
In blabbing of her talk. IVe served you weD, 
You, and your family ; . . tlius you serve me / 
Beware how you transgress a second time ! — 
— Cheer up, dear wife ! Mere shadows of your fancy! 
My fortunéis at the highest. 

Macee. Be it so ! 
Would I had died, ere distance grew between us ; 
Ere you had cause to chide, or put me off 
With trines, like a girl too humoursome 
For confidence. 

Cceur, No more of this : — ^no more ! 
Be calm. We've stayed too long. His majesty 
Will shew you in what favour we are held 1 

Scene changas — State apartment, opening inéo a suite of 
apartments, illuminaied for a balL 

KiNQ Charles and his Queen, Agnes Sorel, Beau- 
LiEU, GiAC, Chabtier, Chabannes, Trémoüille, 
Otto Castbllani, Jean du Village, and numerotu 
others, enter. 

Citarles. Thanks, gracious queen. Such welcome 
puts the favour 
Of victory to the blush : . . she droops the head, 
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In homagé to your praises. Fair Sorel ! 
Your counsel helped our anns, and now your smiles 
Enhance their lustre. Valour in our Court, 
May choose his mate of beauty. 

Qiieen, Still away, 
In chase of glory í May not I, ñor Agnes, 
Keep you from Harfleur 1 

Charles, Coeur shall answer you. 
Behold him, there, with his right noble lady. 

Sord. Her brow at such a time migbt be less grave. 

Giac. Mon Dieu ! metbinks it miglit ! 

Beaidieu, It were unseemly, 
Even were she Juno's self. 

C(EüR, Macee, and Jbanne de Vendóme enter. 
C(EüB presenta Macee to Charles. 

Charles. A debt we owe, 
Thus honoured. 

Macee. Wheref ore, sire ] Trance in my bosom, 
As in my husband's, beats, instead of heart. 
-His faithful wife is still your loyal subject, 
And Heaven, I hear, has sanctioned your great causo, 
A sainted maiden hath her mission proved, 
In her success, to rescue injured Trance. 

Charles, Meanst " La Puoelle " 1 fair dame. 

Macee, Jeanne d'Arc, my liege. 

Charles, Her inspiration, and your husband's gold, 
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Fair lady, haré indeed redeemed the land. 

Xor should we now f oiget to render tHanks 

For the great gifts, good hands, and better hearts, 

That ProTidence has blessed our France withal. 

La Bdle Agnes comes in for much of praise : 

Upon the altar of her country's cause, 

She laid her store of wealth — ^her gems, her píate, 

Setting enseimple of like offerings 

To others richer stilL 

Macee, Let me compete 
With her a little. To your ríghteous cause 
I give, what in my sense of all that's rich, 
I hold to be a gift unparallelled — 
My husband's leve, bis heart*s entire devotion. 

Cfharles, Spoke like a wife, indeed ! In grace 
whereof, 
Lead you the dance. 

Macee. Nay, let Sorel. She is 
Lighter of foot and beart. 

Charles. Then, be it so ; 
Unless our Queen insist upon her right. 

[They wiíhdraw into the suite of apartirmU. 
Dancers appear in the distance. Musk. 

Trémouille entersy followed hy Bbaülieü, Giac W 

Chabannes. 
Giac. Nay, Trémouille ! your hand. 
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Trémouüle. And why my hand 1 

G^iac. The issues of the sport disliked yon once, 
Have been as stem as yon would wish them be. 
Yon have retumed to us. We should be friends. 

Trémouüle, Yes, when we are equal. With our 
rhyming monarch. 
Yon have the advantage now. I am retumed ! 
What then 1 Your taunt was tme : so are my blows ! 
Chabannes ! bear witness I throw down the gauntlet. 
This boaster may disdain to pick it up. 

Chabannes, Eight willingly. 

Giae. St. Denis ! not so willingly, 
As I now take it up. 

Enter Cceüb, fdlowed hy Jean du Village, Otto, 
Macee and Jbanne Vendóme. — Macjéb remains 
behind. 

CoBur. A f eud 1 What, now, 
When Trance needs both your helps 1 At su«h a time 
And in the midst of our festivity 
To f orge a private quarrel ? I f orbid it ! 

Giac, With all my heart. I carne to be his friend. 
O del ! his folly alters not my purpose. 
If he will be my foe, amen to that ! 
Beaulieu, be witness, I accept his glove. 
We'll to the dance ! 

[Beaulieu and Giac pass in. 



I 

I 
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Irémouille. Scom for his scom ! Chabannes, 
You saw my challenge. 

Chabannes, Yes, and weU approve it ! 
Cceur, Have I not said that I prohibit it 1 
Chabannes. Are you the king, or even sonletliing 
more, 
That your imperative shoold cany it 1 
AVhat hinders that our swords shoold tilt at you 1 
C'jeur, Why, that which is far mightier than the 
sword — 
Your honour ! and your interest, sirs, beside ! 
My office, and the power that I could wield, 
And will, if needf ul — ^which my word alone, 
But whispered in my prívate steward's ear, 
Could put in act, and forcé you to subndssion ! 

Chabannes. Is't possiblel Mean you the debts I 
owe you 
Make me your bondsman 1 

Trémouüle, Nothing less he means. 
CJiabannes. Take my defiance, then ! 
Coeur. Rein in your wrath, 
Chabannes ! Because Giac and he are angry, 
Should we, like schoolboys, fightl 
Tréinouüle, Chabannes, away ! 
'Tis manhood lost to listen to his words ! 

[Dragging out Chabannes. 
Caur, Here, Otto ! Jean ! There must be no delay ! 
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lí"ow, mark me, Otto ! You will buy the debt 
Of me, that's owing by Cbabannes. Good Jean ! 
He bas my orders now to sell it you ! 
Tbat done, arrest Cbabannes ! I must not be 
As plaintiff in tbe suit : . . tbat you must be, 
Good Otto ! I bave served you in my time ; 
líow, you serve me in tbis ! I say, arrest bim. 
So, in tbis cballenge, can be lend no aid 
To Trémouille. For Trémouiüe bimself, 
I bave, unknown to bim, bougbt up a debt 
He owed an armourer : . . tbat, too, is yours. 
Him, tben, as well arrest ! No feud sball be 
'Twixt bim and Giac — I'm resolved on it ! 

Macee {coming forward), Coeur, list to me ! 

CoBur, You, bere 1 

Macee, I bave beard aU ! 
Tbe orders you bave given Village remand ! 
Tbe men you would coerce are noble men ! 
O, play not you tbe merchant creditor. 
Is tbat a part to play at Court ? A poor one ! 
Ratber tbe harón play, by conduct proved 
No less tban paient made ! 

CoBur. Now, is tbis well 1 

Macee, Ay, Cceur ! by all tbat's well ! By wbat 
sballl 
Adjure tbee to be prudent — ^tbou wbo bast been 
In all tby dealings prudent 1 By tbyself , 
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And by mv jealoosy oí thy dear honoor ! 
Leí; me speak loadlj, Cceor, what men are whisperísg. 
The 7 sav, thoa ait their beneíactory from 
The king nnto the peasant : this thou ait ; 
Bat thou ait also irom the throne to the settle 
The cieditor oí Fiance ! And woise — mark that \ — 
The enirioas conit are debtois to thy boonty, 
Mortgaged to thee for more than all are worth. 
Wooldát grow a terror to thy friends and f oes 1 
They say, thy benefits are gilded snares : 
Henee now thy wealth's a danger to thyself, 
Wlñch, therefore, for thy safety, use as none. 
Still art thon stubboml Then, behold, dear Coeni; 
Thy prond Macee doth bow the knee to earih; [KneeU 

Here, at thy f eet, she makes her humble suit. 

And will not rise, till thou hast granted it ! 

Co&ur, Eise, then ! Persuaded, not convinced, . . I 
grant it \^Ske riaes, 

Jean ! I revoke my orders. Castellani ! 

YouVe lost percentage by ití (To Macee) Bravelj 
spoken ; 

Wisely, perhaps : — I am not assured of that ! 

To threat is dangerous : to act were safe. 

The deed I ha ve recalled — the words I cannot. 

It had been better I'd ne'er spoken them, 

Since, by your prohibition, they're no more. 

'Tis thus, when women interfere with that 



I 
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Should be the business oí man alone. 
Well, I forgive thee, wife. Thanks for that smile ! 
There's nought I'd not surrender, dear Macee, 
To have you always smiling ! Here*s tbe king. 

Me-enter Charles and Coürt. 

Charles, We may not keep festivity up late, 
As if the wars were at an end. FuU half 
Our victory 's yet to come. To morrow mom, 
Must see us march for Harfleur. TJp betimes ! 
Till then, good nigbt to alL Friend Cceur, a word ! 



III. 

JüMrijGBS. 

Scene — The Ahbey Cloüter, 

King Charles, Cceür, Jban du Villagb and 

Jbannb de Vendóme. 

Charles, How f ares your patient, Jeanne ? 

Vevid&me, Still weak, and weaker. 

Charles, Now, by the Sanctities we worship here ! 
I rather had lost Harfleur, than mishap 
Should come to Agnes. Perilous, say you ] 

Vendóme, Most perilous, assuredly, her case ; 
Perhaps, as certain mortal. 

Charles. Saints in heaven ! 
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And has it come to this 1 Coeur ! be not silent ! 
Eecount once more the process. 

Coeur. "Would the story 
TVere nothing but the f able, there an eni 
But *tis too sure a truth ! From her retirement, 
Called by her Majesty's conunands to Court, 
No sooner carne Sorel, than, with that tact, 
Which serves her to unthread all policies, 
And ken what makes them, she detected there 
Conspiracy, foul spider ! spinning webs 
Whose meshes were f or ns, but chief for thee. 
Instant, with express sanction of the queen, 
Hither to Jumiéges, this Abbey here, 
Flew Agnes, like an ángel, sent to wam 
Her monarch and her friend of coming doom. 

Charles. O lovely prophet ! loving, faithful Agnes ! 
How carne she ill 1 

Coeur. Of that same love, I guess — 
Of that same faith — to thee. That it should be so, 
Even on this day, when we a banquet hold 
For our success at Harfleur, grieves and irks me. 
My wife is now attendant on her couch ; 
Already to her confessor has Agnes 
Her soul unburthened of its malady, 
Lamenting, in contrition most sincere ; 
Her fate might have been happier but for that ! 

Charles. Alas! What "might have beenl" What 
covdd be — ^was\ 
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Oo&ur. You spéak, as you were wounded by my 

words ! 
Charles. Stabbed to the heart ! — ^nay, more, sir ! to 
the soul, 
O pang intolerable — immedicable — 
My spirit's wounded ! Coeur ! why were you rich, 
To make me so ! — ^poor, I had not been tempted ! 
Tis mammón bribes us witb the means of guilt, 
So are we sold to sin ! Wealth — Power and Sin ! 
Of all the wine that most intoxicates, 
Power soonest maddens — fierceliest, blindliest rages, 
And murders or is murdered, as it may be ! 

Goeur, Slain by a smile, or tortured by a tear ! 
'Tis ever thus. France must be thought of now ! 
Jeanne, to your mistress. Bid her send us word 
Of any change in Agnes. Please you, sire, 
By this the captains wait us, in the camp. 

\_G(£ur conducts the King out 
Vülage. A storm of passion now afflicts the king. 
Ñor has our master much less cause of grief. 
The lady oft has by persuasión won, 
What his cool judgment would in vain enforce. 
And soothed to yielding móod the royal mind. 

Vendóme, Her influence with the king was great, 
indeed ; 
And his with her : — ^'Tis therefore she is sick — 
Most hopeless sick. 
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ViÜ4M^ Whai mean yon, woichl 

Vendóme. Who tends her 1 
Car mastei's wiíe t Note her distaracted yisage, 
Whose jealous soul tnmed palé, at Agnes' coming, 
On this so sndden enand. Now, Agnes is sick, 
Mjsterions sidc — and groweth still more sick. 

VüJíige. Hnsh, wench ! yon speak in maUce. 

Vendóme, Malicel psha! 
Wheiefore shoold I bear malice 1 Once, indeed, 
My master chid me íor my misiiess' sake, 
Because to Agnes I betrayed her words, 
Wlience stiiíe aiose between them : then, he said, 
I was nngiatefaL Never so to him ! 
'Twere a good tum to free him from a shrew. 
Tweie service he might thank me íor, as much 
As he expects me to thank him for his. 

Vülage. Such speeches make yon ugly as a witch, 
Like some malignant crone, or beldam wild, 
Swart imp, or dwarf misshapen. I have seen yon 
Conversing oft with Otto Castellani, 
And other oí my master's enemies, 
The agents oí Chabannes and Trémonille, 
Who hate because they owe him love. His debtors, 
They are devising means (I know it well) 
Their debts to cancel even with his lif e. 
I know yon, Jeanne ! Yon have a wicked heart ! 
Tes ! hide your face for shame ! Look not at me ! 
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But go your ways ! Do that which you should do — 
Your duty to your mistress ! There's your path. 
Begone! Adieu! Heaven send you better thoughts. 



Scene changes, — An Interior in ihe Ahhey : An 

Oratury, 

AoN£S Sorel (sleejnng on a cotich, a talle or altar 
with a chalice hy) and Macee de Léodepart. 

Macee (seated). She has made confession like a 
Magdalene, 
And been absolved. The priest, too, has departed 
And left me to my office. Coeur ! blind Coeur ! 
The sympathy between us, sure, is lost, 
Or thou wouldst purposely offend my pride, 
By dooming me to this. No confidence ! 
I understand him not. For her he cares — 
But not for me. No ! — ^nothing cares for me 1 
Her judgment — ^beauty ; nothing like to them. 
These must be cherished, failing him by me : 
I am his proxy, here. Perchance, he loves her 
Beyond what he would own to — not alone 
For that her wit and wisdom serve him well, 
But as he should love me. O agony 1 
Bum on, my heart ! — spontaneously ignite, 
And, like a willow, perish of combustión ; 
Disdaining more to weep, consume with £re ! 
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Enter Jeanne db Vendóme. 
Who's there 1 What, Jeanne ? Why creep you so on 
mel 

Vendóme, 'Tis at my lord's command, I should 
bring word 
Of lady Agnes* health from you. He*d know 
£ach change that happens. 

Macee, Twere incredible ! 
Tell him, she sleeps ! 

Vendóme. She is not, then, yet dead 1 

Macee, Dead ? No I She rests with sleep, and not 
with death. 
Little we know of sleep, but nought of death. 
Nothing we know of death : too much of life, 
In that we live, self-conscious — still the same. 

Vendóme, There is no change, then 1 

Macee. No ! — no change. The f ool 
Misunderstands my words. To her they seem 
(I note it well, and it has long been so) 
Strange and fantastic, as the ancient trunks 
Of olive trees in an Italian grove, 
Beheld by moonlight. Go, watch you the lady. 

[Jeanne de Vendóme goes to the couch, 
By the invincibility of death ! 
And by the everlastingness of love ! 
And the divineness of etemal truth ! 
I feel as though I could speak oracles : — 
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As I'd grown oíd at once, and should be held 
As reverend as the millenial pina, 
And tunef ul as its music, heard at dusk. 
VeTidóme, She wakes ! 
Macee, Who shrieks so harshly % 
Vendóme, No one shrieks. 
Is it unwelcome news f or you to hear, 
That lady Agnes wakes % 

Macee, Unwelcome ? Yes ! 
All is unwelcome now, that wonld disturb 
The dreamy slumber of my stagnant soul 1 

Sorel (waking). Vendóme ! is't you ? Eest has not 
strengthened me : 
I need my cordial. Vendóme, give it me. 
I grow still weaker — weak, I fear, to death ! 
Ma^ée, What has she said ? 
Vendóme. She doth desire her potion. 
Macee, 'Tis well ! I will administer it myself. 
Vendóme {going to the table or altar, and loohing 
tuto the chálice), Vá spare you trouble. Tell 
me where to find it. 
Macee, What asp is in your mindl What slimy 
worm, 
That creeps into the features of your face. 
And makes each line a poisonous reptile*s lair ] 
Henee, insolence ! — ñor question me again ! 
Suspicion 1 ha ! — straight bear my lord the tidings ! 

\_Exit Jeauue de. Veavá^p 
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{Rising) 'Tis more than her suggestion makes a void 
Where I would f ain find substance : space is empty ! 
Nay, space itself is gone ! — ^Where is it hid 1 
In time ? Where time % In thee, etemity ! 
Doomsday is every day, and, therefore, this. 

Sorel. I*m left to languish. 

Macee, I keep watch on you. 

Sorel, Is't you, most noble ladyl I had dreamed 
'Twas Vendóme watcbing by me. It befits not 
That you sbould have such labour. 

Macee, It befits 
A wif e should be submissive. 

Sorel, This reply 
Comports not well with honour. 

Macee, How is that ? 

Sorel, Thou art coerced to do what thou wouldst not. 

Macee, No ! wülingly I do what now I do. 

Sorel, Is't possible ? 

Macee, Ay, very possible ; 
And wherefore not % Art thou not worthiest 1 

Sorel. Worthiest ? Alas ! 

Macee, Ay, worthiest. 

S(yrél, Alas ! 
Tis well if my contrition cleanse my sin ! 

Macee, Can one so wise have sinned ? 

Sorel. Oh, most of all — 
Against conviction, sinned ! 
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Macee. She owns it, too ! 
Owns it to me — as if such wrong, to such 
An one, had smaU significance for any ; 
Herself the doer ! — 
Thou hast burthened conscience, 
Which now afflicts thee for it. What was the sin, 
That, in my presence, makes thee thus to writhe, 
As I had part in it 1 Why f all those tears, 
A shower, upon my hand ] They make me pity, 
Where else I meant to punish; If 'twill ease thee, 
Unveil the mystery, that, perchance, is anguish 
Only unspoken. Speak — in accents dear. 
As native words heard in a foreign land ! 
Sorel. Tve still revered yon. 
Macee. You revered me still 1 
IVe heard we best describe what we have lost, 
And honour most what ne'er we hope to gain. 
Our notions and our practice have so differed, 
I should have thought else, you had spumed the 

spumer. 
— K what you say be sooth, you're better fit 
For death than I. 

Sorel. Nay, you are every ready. 
The virtuous always are so, For Vendóme 
I am sorry her imprudence gave you cause 
Of grievance, touching me. 
Macee. She meant no harm. 
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Sorel, Tis not by meaning hann that hann is done; 
The inconsiderate do the most. 

Maeée, Tis trae. 
We should thmk well, before we act at alL 

Sorel, Poor Jeanne Vendóme has still to leam that 
lesson. 

Macee, Let us, too, leam it — ^nor repent too late ! 

Sorel. Prithee, my cordiaL 

Macee (partly exhihiting the phial, from her bosom). 
Here it is — anón ! — 
Were there a poison could annihilate, 
Not only kill ! — Nay, *twere too terrible ! — 
£ack to my bosom, asp ! — 1*11 parley further ! 
Yet without fear, she'U not herself convict. 
Thought hoarded long holds permanence for truth — 
Hath time's vouch for it — truth's discoverer ! 
— (PavMng, then solemnly) Bethink yourself. — Is there 

no deeper wrong, 
That you have done me % Answer, as your soul 
Must shortly answer heaven*s own Judge himself ! 

Sorel, Why am I thns adjured ? A deeper wrong, 
That I have done thee 1 Why, what deeper wrong? 
We all may do more wrong than all we know. 
From not reflecting duly. Where*s the mortal 
That has not erred í Yet tax me not with guilt, 
Where I am only chargeable with error ! 
Ipray thee, do not ! 
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Macee, Pray not ! — not to me ! 
Unless you make confession ! Your denial 
Erings back on me that unrelenting mood, 
Wherein I f eel like some destroying ángel, 
Commissioned to stern duty. I was melting — 
You make me granite. My heart grows, again, 
As hard as Pharaoh's ! 

Sorel, O, beseech you, madam ! 
Press not upon the fallen ! Kill me not 
With words that fright me in this feeble state, 
Whereat my innocence tiembles. 

Macee, Innocence! 

Sorel. Then, ignorance. Not knowing my oífeuce, 
I f eel as I were free. 

Macee, You will not know it — 
Albeit you shall ! 

Sorel, I cannot know of that 
"Whereof my sense is puré. 

Maeée, Now, patience. 

Sorel, Pity! 
Beware thou slanderest not my memory 
With accusation Mse. When undeceived, 
Idle remorse will do the work of fiends, 
And, in his wanton mischief, make a sport 
Of thy condemnéd soul ! 

Macee, O, wretched me ! 

Sorel. To know that thou weit author of a lie, 
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Were plague enough. But when to this we add, 

That, spite of thee, the lie is still believed, 

That rumour spreads, the echoes double it, 

And still for ever it exista apart, 

As it T»ere consecrated unto hell ! 

O, sucH remorse as helplessness begets, 

Is utter loss and absolute perdition ! 

Macee, Wbat ! thinkst thou I would condescend to 

this? 
Or now have spoken without proof % Thinkst thou, 
That thou hast been so cunning with Jacques Cceor, 
That none your loves suspecíed % Am I blind, 
Fond, credulous, that no mutation shewed 
Itself to me, in my all-changéd lord I 
So dull of soul, so non-intelligent, 
That I should suffer not, yet suffer on, 
Having no more perception than a stone 1 
Of me regardiess, still regarding thee, 
Thy ñame aye on his lips, and never mine ; — 
O, heaven and earth ! — *twas orblike palpable ! 
Firm as the centre, perfect as the arch ! 

Sard, What hear I now? Of me have you been 

jealous % 
Had I known that, how had I pitied you ! 
Yet am I blessed in this,-^weak as I am, 
That with my dying words, I may be potent 
To exorcise the fury, and set íree 
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ToTir soul from worse than madness. Fear you not ! 

rour husband has been f aithf uL Love with me 

^as an ambition. l^ot the man alone, 

yíy heart might fill ; — it was the crownéd king, 

^ose nothing less than adoration I 

^OTild fain secure — and did. 

Macee, But of my husband % 

Sorel, His wealth was needful to my royal lover, 
bid so by me was worshipt : — in his turn, 
d!y aid was needful to the merchantes aims, 
ind so by him was sanctioned. 

Macee, Nothing more ] 

Sctrél, Ñor always sanctioned ; — f or of late has he 
Elebuked me for too much magnificence, 
A.S being of bad example to the king, 
A.nd to the court, whose rude extravagance, 
[n sooth, fell on himself, the creditor 
Of alL 

Macee, Did Coeur do this % 

Sorel, With reason, — for 
Hereof the danger grew that brought me here, 
His benefactions to uphold this State, 
Made foes — not f riends. His debtors have conspired ; 
They seek his ruin, and his king^s with his, 
Unless he cast him off. 

Macee. Had I known this 

Bef ore ! O mockery ! I knew it well ! 

O 1 
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But passion buried knowledge — therewith hope — 
And near their grave I wander, spirit lost ! 

Sorel, Hope yet ! You may do much. Once, you 
restrained 
His anger wisely : . . Coeur himself confessed it. 
And since that time indeed, did they but know it, 
His enemies would know they need not fear. 
The debts, so much to them, are nought to him : 
And here, at court, the merchant he's no more, 
But all the noble you would hav^e him be. | 

Macee, What ! thus has Coeur revered my counsel ' 
most, 
When least he seemed to do so 1 Wonder starb 

me ! 
And thou — 

Sorel, Weak — ^weak — ^and weary ! 

Macee. Swooning ! Heaven ! — The potion ! 

[Disdomig the phial from her bosom. 
O most fatal substitute ! [Casting ü am^- 

Not that ! not that ! There is no other here, 
And that were certain death ! She*s fainted ! Well ! 
There's hope from nature — only fear in that ! 
— The terror of the dream that now hath past 
Still shakes me! {Site.) 1 must sit. Mylimbsso 

tiemble, 
'Twere vain to think of their supporting me. 
Yet, hush ! she, aure, is atirring. Grant, O God, 
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She may be now reviving ! (Bises,) Thought of it 
Renews my strength. Speak, Agnes ! 

Sorel, I am dying ! 
Fareweil ! I can no more ! Exhausted — faint — 
Pray f or, and pardon me ! 

Macee, Another word ! — 
No ! not an accent ! Crept a cold wind to her, 
That 80 she quivers 1 I'll wrap my mantle o'er her. 
Ha ! now she's still : — so very still, she broathes not. 
Can she be dead 1 If so, 'tis terrible ! 
Twere well that I should follow her — with means 
At hand, Tm strongly tempted ! No ! IVe work — 
How much of work — to do ! My lord's in peril — 
How much through me I scarcely daré reflect ! 
She's surely dead ! Let me becahn myself . 
I am not guilty, though I might have been, 
And cannot be too thankful ; gracious heaven ! 
— Something's to do ! Yes — first, 1*11 henee for help : 
Thereafter to such meditations, as 
May make me wise for action. Who's there 1 Help ! 

Seene changes, — The Abbey Cloister. 

Chabannes, Trémoüille and Castbllani. 

Chabannes, Your news is welcome. You have 
thriven apace. 
(jiao — Beaulieu — both dead 1 Ye slew them both 1 
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Trémouüle, Let Coeur now take it as he list ! 1 
would not 
The wont of chivalry íhould arbítrate. 
Be he content with rougher means ! 

Cfhabannes. The mannerl 

Trémouüle, To Issoudun, at night, we sped 

secret, 

Pierced to thelr chambers, took them from tbeir b 

Placed them, ere dressed, upon two wretched steede 

And drove them to the fosse, and drowned ti: 

there. 

Ghabannea, Summary executioners, indeed ! 
Tis well ! Now f or the King and Argentier. 
Know, first, Agnes is dying. 

Castellani. May be, dead. 
Vendóme has her suspicions. 

Trémouüle, Her suspicions ? 

Castellani, The merchantes wife ! 

Trémouüle, Ha ! ha ! I know it all. 
A pact with you my friends. Vengeance on Coeni 
The upstart ! But Macéeos of noble blood ! 
Twas needful to our plana she should be piqued 
To desperate issues. Whatsoe'er her guüt, 
She is acquitted. Let the punishment 
On him alone descend ! In this be just. 

Cfhabannes, Content ! (To Castellani) Time is i 
you to meet Vendóme. 
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At once we visit Agnes. (To Trémouüle) Fare you 
well ! [Exeunt Ghahannes and CastellanL 

Trémouüle {alone), I have wrought it, then to this. 
When first I dared 
To whisper danger, she disdained the thought ; 
But she has heard it since from other lips, 
Which mine have tutored, Time's a wizard ; makes, 
From smallest seed, things giant-like to teem 
By gradual change. Be absent but awhile, 
Whien we retum — lo, what we left a mite 
Has grown a monster. Wonderful ! she comes — 
She sees me, and approaches. On her brow 
A darkness lowers, yet luridly lit up. 
As something there were flashing in her eyes, 
Wherewith the brain was buming. 

Enter Macee. 

Macee (aside). Tempter ! — Slanderer ! 

Trémouüle, Fair greeting, gentle dame. 

Macee, Grentle, f orsooth — 
But for a certain sorrow aud remorse, 
I might be gentle, now my mind is free 
From that most cruel yoke, which thou, and others, 
Had burthened it withal. 

Trémouüle, What yoke, fair lady 1 

Macee, Why dost thou question me, who wert the 
first 
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So to comipt the judgment of mj senae, 
That whatsoever was most innocente 
In Coeur, still seemed more cnnning ] Not again 
( Jan I be tempted, now, or he be slandered ! 

Trémouüle. You are, then, a happy wife 1 

Macee, I might ha ve been — 
What now may be I doubt. I will not doubt ! 
But welcome faith rebom, and welcome hope, 
AVelcome serenest thoughts, and that high leve 
A\'hich blessea whom it visita ! Welcome heme 
Ye sacred feelings, human sympathies, 
l'he heart's religión, the soul's confíd^ce, 
The intuitions and the sentiments, 
That hovering wait upon fidelity, 
Ab she descends to earth ! O welcome truth, 
Thus finding thee, I find myself again. 
The moumed-for exile is at length retumed. 

Trémouüle, A sudden change, indeed ! 

Macee, Deride me not ! 
But rather think how thou mayst prudently 
Atonement make to Coeur, ere I betray 
Thy baseness to him — think of it, betimes ! 
Both f or thyself and those who plot with thee ; — 
'Twere better done at once 

Trémouüle. Such arrogance ! 

Macee, Thou standst within his danger, . . if his 
wrath 
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Be wakened, as it will be. Take good heed, 
Lest his resentrnent kindle. 

Trémouüle, What do ye mean ] 

Macee, Thou hast defamed the dead ! — and wronged 
the living ! 
Henee, fear to sleep ; thoü shalt be haunted for it. 
Daré scarce to breathe, for every word of thine 
Shall seem defíance and provoke revenge. 
Be humble, or my tongue shall ring a peal 
Fatal as thunder. 

Trémouüle, To yourself or me í 
Where is your prudence . . reason . . self-respect 1 
You better were a man ! Make terms with thee 1 
First, let me know the cause 1 Am I less brave, 
Than I was yesterday, or thou less weak í 
If 't please you to interpret, be it so ; 
If not, to guess your mystery will content me ! 

Macee, Then leam, Agnes is dead. 

Trémouüle, No need to leam — 
I knew so, without teaching. 

Macee. Knew you, too, 
What of my Coeur she spake, and how her words, 
Her dying words, acquitted him of all 
You charged him with] Nay — now I come to terms — 
Will bribe you, if a man, to tenns of peace. 
You have conspired against him, in your fears — 
(Would passion had not shut me f rom his counsel ! 
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Bat ¿he was oí it, knew his every puiposa) 

The debts ye owe him, all are gifts to yon, 

And every courtier else who is his debtor. 

Thüs CoBur forestalls yonr plots and grants their issne. 

Trémauüle. Were you not blinded so with ignoiance, 
Ton'd seen this were an insnlt, worse than alL 
Wouldst have us gratef ni ? 

Macee, Jí ye would be noble. 

TrémoulUe. Would be ! We are ! 'Tis onrs to give, 
not his. 
The privüege we inherit he nsurps, 
And so mnst f aU ! 

Macee, Aadacions ! Fall t Toa daré. 

Trémouüle. Be an historian, thoogh perhaps no 
prophet. 
If I mistake not, here arrives my witness. 

Enter Castbllani. 

Nay, start not, Castellani ! There's Macee — 
'Tis fit she hear what you would utter. Speak ! 
But as I know the news must pain her much, 
And she will need sincerest pity, grant me 
To state beforehand, much as she may doubt it, 
We are her friends, and vow to help her through 
The straits of sudden peril. Now, say on 

Macee, What can have happened ? Here stand I, 
like Death. 



se. III.] Macee de Léodepart, 203 

Cadellani. Chabannes went henee to visit Agnes, led 
By Jeanne Yendóme, he sought the Abbey-chamber. 
Alone, the lady rested on her couch, 
That was her bier : . . for she indeed was dead — 
Unwatched, untended ; but beside her lay 
A phial, such as once her potion held, 
But which, for sundry reasons, raised suspicion. 
Chabannes seized on it, suddenly unsealed it, 
And poured the liquid down a mastifTs throat, 
The watch-dog of the Abbey j — ^the poor brute 
Died on the instant. 

Macee. Not more mortal, that, 
Than is thy tale to me ! 

Trámouüle, Yon know, then, of the draught í 

Macee. I scom to lie. I do. 

Trémouüle. Did Agnes taste it 1 

Macee. Agnes did not : her death was uncompelled. 

Trémouüle. Go on. The sequel í 

Castéílani. Forth Chabannes and I 
Straight went to seek the King, at banquet with 
His Argentier. We f ound them not o'er merry : 
A gloom was on the monarch, and the merchant 
Anxiety o'ermastered. When we entered, 
" Agnes is dead ! *' he cried, expectantly. 

Macee. But in the course of nature — ^nothing more. 

CasteUani. It might be so ; but it seemed otherwise. 
Chabannes then told his tale, produced his proofs. 
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Held up the phial in the sight oí all, 

While palé Vendóme conf essed her doubts and fears. 

Macee, Begarding me ! 

CastellanL Ay, madame. But Chabannes 
Soon brought her to a pause. " Twas Coeur," he said, 
" AVTio needed Agnes* absence ; and had charged 
His wife with deadly task and instniment, 
For bis advantage ; that he might enjoy 
That influence, undivided, o'er the king, 
Which erst he shared with Agnes." 

Macee. But the king 
Believed not the f alse charge ) 

CastellanL Indeed, he did. 
Conviction flashed across him, ere reflexión. 
A gush of tears relieved him ; then, exclaiming, 
** O matchless traitor ! " he the chamber fled. 

Macee, What then, did Coeur 1 

CastellanL Surprised ; enf orced, surrendered 
To capture. 

Macee, What ! dared they profane his person ? 

CastellanL The accused must yield to legal violence. 

Macee. The crime of their unthankfulness ascend 
And drag the unwilling justice down. So, so ! 
'Tis true, that Coeur has fallen ! Yet, Trémouille, 
Think not we're at thy mercy. No ! I can 
Clear him by my confession. 

Trémouille, Humph ! You can 
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Convict yourself — but, as to clearing him, 

Ail you can say will strengthen proof against hiio, 

Por a wife's faults the law still mulcts the husband. 

Macee» I know — I know. Still will I not despair. 
" Hope yet ! " the dying said. " You can do much ! " 
I will do aU ! — ^nay, more than can be done ! 
Impossibility shall be a plirase, 
A vain articulation of the air, 
That has no potence in the lif e of things. 
I wül save C(Bur--*tis well that I should perish! 
To his redemption from this curséd charge, 
I do devote myself — my life — my fame — 
Ay, hononr's self, a sacrifice for him ! 

Trémouille, This resolution we must needs approve. 
You know that Otto was your husband's friend, 
And said I not, anticipant of this, 
I had resolved on serving you í My reasons 
Are prívate, yet niost cogent. We will help you. 
{Aside to Castellani) By humouring we may control 
her mood ! 

Macee. What shall I do 1 

Castellani, Vendóme's hard by. Till she's 
Consulted with, the merits are not known : 
What*s to be done? What not ? Moreover, Coeur 
Left her a message to be told to you. 

Macee. That word has charmed me forward. Sirs, 
conduct me ! 

TrémouUle. We're glad you yield to counseL 
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Macee. Not to your's. 
The wife, once rebel, now obeys her lord's. 



Scene changes. — Pcdatial Inierior, 

CosüR, Chabannes and Jeannb de Yillage, 
Officers guarding C(eür. 

CceuT. Wait jet a litüe. Chaitier soon will bring 
His answer. 

Ewter ÁJAis Chabtier. 

Will King Charles grant me a hearmg ? 

Chartier, He will not, worthy Coeur. An apathj 
Has seized upon him with this sudden gríef, 
Which will not be disturbad. 

Cceur, Ah, me! Oflate, 
This weary mood, this listlessness of soul, 
Has grown upon him daily more and more. 
'Twas bom with him. Awhile the war's excitement 
Held in suspense the melancholy fiend ; 
Then came reaction — and his sloth increases. 
For you, Chabannes ! I think youVe been ungrateful : 
Yet will I not rebuke you with my words. 
Rather my silence and my patience teach you 
What wrong from you I suflFer. Chartier, 
My wife will doubtless seek me. Keep her back 
XJntil to-morrow. T*m angry with her now, 
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And woTild not see her, till I am better tempeied. 
Tve bid Vendóme do this, and now bid you. 

Chaiiier. I will obey ! 

Coeur. You'll see me, too, to-morrow. 
'Till then, dear friend, adieu ! My faithful steward, 
Good Jean ! attend me to my prison gates. 
And take my last commands. 

Gliartier {alone), Adieu, great soul ! 
His resignation so exemplary 

Would sof ten hearts of marbie. His f oes have none, 
]^o hearts at all, whether of flesh or stone. 
— Here comes his raving wif e. 

Enter Macee and Jeaniie de Vendómk. 

Ma^ée, Eefuse to see me ! 
Deny himself to me í — expel me from him. 
— To-morrow % — ^what's to-morrow ? StiU a debtor, 
To-day still puts off duty tiU to-morrow; — 
'Tis not Coeur's wont thus to procrastinate. 
And I will not believe it, though you swear so. 
It is a thoughtless f alsehood, an excuse 
To save yourself some trouble. I have pardoned, 
On your repentance, many a fault to you ; 
And now this last, so big with fearful issue, 
Growing from your surmises. Add not to it. 
But, by confession, cheer me with the truth, 
That Coeur forthwith would have me visit him. 
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Vendóme, Madame, indeed, I should be false to say so. 

Macee. Then all is false and contradictory. 
The beatings oí the heart, the pulse oí life, 
Ancient authoríty, and the dread oracles 
That, from ancestral nms, examples teach, 
Toí^ether with the starry dance in heaven, 
Which men have thought to be wise harmony ; 
All these be discords, like the clank of chains! 
CcBur cast me offl A wife so true as I, 
Whose very error shewed how much she loved him. 
This is the mocking garland to my grief, 
A wreath of nettles but to sting my brows ! 

Chartier, Madama, 'tis true; Coeur charged on me 
the stime. 

Macee, Thou, Chartier ! — whose lips are tuned to 
music, 
Whose numbers grow voluptuous in their sweetness; — 
What thou, O poet ! — By thy cunning, swear, 
If this be theme for lyric ecstasy ? 
O, I shall be an argument for song, 
Perhaps, for satire and the scurril jest í 
Hast thou no elegy on ruined hope, 
That will befit the state of my despair ? 
Come, solemnize therein the wretched wife, 
Who, by too much of love, made desoíate 
Herself and him she loved ! Or are these sufferings, 
Beyond experience as I think they be, 
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Too little pleasing for the pomp of verse 1 

There is a penance of the human heart, 

Imagination never yet conceived ; 

A state whereto poetic visitant 

Has ne'er descended, to set free the thought, 

Imprisoned in its self-created Hell ! 

8o lea ve me to that thought. All else be dumb ! 

Chartier, See the king*s chamber opens ! 

Macee, Ha i the king ! 
Coeur made him king. If he be king indeed, 
He'll not be thankless. Still his love for Agnes — 
I*m desperate ! — and, as the wife of Coeur, 
Were she the queen, I were a match for her. 
And might command where yet 1*11 humbly sue ! 

\Goe8 out hastüy. 

Enter Tbémoüille. 

Chartier, You come firom the king's chamber ? 

Trémouille, Sir, I do. 

Chartier. Macee has entered 1 

Trémouille. Sir, she has. With him, 
There let her plead, since she must plead in vain. 
Gríef so has stunned his sense, that nought he hears, 
Nought answers : — he is but the log i* th' fable ! 
'Tis we now reign ; not he, no more than Coeur ! 
I seek Chabannes ! 

Chartier. We follow her. Come on ! 

P 
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lY. 

Marseilles and Bbauoaibb. 

Scene — An Apartmeni. 

Jeanne de Vend&me (seaíed). What, if I say 'twas 
not from thanklessness, 
But thoughtlessness, I wronged the merchant Cceuit 
To think not, is to thank not. Thougbt is memoij 
Of the perpetual gifts that Time leaves with us. 
Yet thought' I, too ; — but, it would seem, not wdL 
It is an art to think, as we should think ; 
And to think well — ^is to think well of all. 
And witbout doubt— of nature, man, or Grod. 
Yet are the enemies of Coeur not men 1 
And is not nature in their bosom human í 
Howbeit the Church — Heaven's representativo. 
Has still defended Caur, and censured them. 
Yet there were prelates 'mongst bis debtors, too ; 
Who were not the least rancorous ! O tbis skein 
Unravels not itself for such as I 
— Wben comes Village ? Tis past the day, the bour, 
Announced hereby — {showing a letter) — for bis retum 

[A héll sounds without. 
Ha! sure, 
Tis be — the honest steward ! Here be is ! [Mmng 
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Miéer Jban dü Villagb. 
Welcome, Village ! 

Village, You're here, to welcome me í 
L am glad of that, at least. 

Vendóme, What fear had you, 
Here, in Marseilles, protected as we are 
By good King Kené ] 

ViUage, Wby — Proven^e . No more ! 

FU tell you, by and bye. First, tell you me, 

What, since I parted, chanced with Coeur í Distinctly ! 

Ñor care f or repetitíon : . . . f or I seek 

To put some hints together, so to find 

Where now they hide him í 

Vendóme {greaily cUarmed), Know you not? Good 
Heaven ! 
Macee will, sure, go mad when heanng this ! 

Vülage, We must be calm. I'll help you to begin. 
— At his desire, Coeur's last commands received, 
Ere he was dungeoned, I departed straight 
For Languedoc, commissioned in his ñame, 
There to take charge of stores of merchandize 
And vessels, which the harpies of the law, 
Their master absent, else had plundered. This 
I did. Not a bale 'scaped into their hands ! 
Now — tell your story. 

Vevidóme, AU of it I cannot. 
For to imprison me, as well as Cceur, 



212 Macee de Léodepart. [nümber ] 

'Twas needful held, on charge of Agnes' death. 
"Whereof acquitting him, on my amendey 
Demanded and conceded, they released me ^ 
But to my utter wonder did not him. 

Village. Let's see ! — let's see ! IVe corresponden 
here, 
Upon that point — (seats himsetf at table, and tahas ( 

papera) — the strangest point of all ; 
That most illegal of all stratagems. 
Something may come of that. Yes, Jeanne Vendón 
They wanted but excuse f or capturing him ; 
Which, having done, they added to that charge 
A thousand accusations, as more reasons 
For liolding him still thralled. I have them, here. 
** He had sent armour to the Saracens, 
Been guilty of extortion " — and so forth — 
Which " the Grand Council should investigate ! " 
So held they him confined, in Taillebourg, 
Transported thence to Lusignan, Maillé, 
And Tours ; — thence whither I not know ! C 

failed, 
Another — still they charged him with new crimes ; 
Lp.ze majesféy forcé and iraprisonment, 
Public and private, without law in both. 
It liad been vain, had Coeur pled to the facts ; 
He therefore souglit for refuge in the Church, 
Whereof he was a tonsured clerk, and pled 
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His order's privilege. Her bishops urged it ; 
His impious judges heeded not their voice, 
líay, after months of false imprisonment, 
Sought to subdue their victim by the question. 

Vendóme, Tortures for liim — f or me, and for Macee ! 
How she survived that anguish I can think not : 
Twas madness too sublime for life to hold ! 
And she has since been rather like the dead 
Than living. Anón, carne the last disgrace ; 
When Coeur, condemned as woiiihy death, but pardoned 
Of the king*8 grace, . . his treasures confiscate, . . 
Was doomed, without or chaperon ór girdle, 
In sign he was deprived of all his goods, 
To suffer penance in the public eye ; 
The which he did, as purchase for his life, 
Bare life alone — and not his liberty ! — 

Vülage. And this was royal gratitude ! O Charles ! 
Charles, king of France ! thou needest honest hearts, 
Even now, to guard thee from the Dauphin's aims ; 
Yet, by such f oul ingratitude as this, 
Thou*dst lose them all ! But, soft ! Here comes the 

moumer, 
With Chartier, whom I met upon the threshold. 

Maoíib and Chartibr enter. 

Macee» Gone from Toursí — taken thence? You 
know not whither 1 
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Chartier, Even so. 

Villaje, T, too, have vainly sought. 

Macee, Youí — ^Youl 
Then is the world as good as searched in vam ! 
Nor need I argument for great despair, 
But find it in thy honesty writ large! 

Village, Still have I faith in Providence and 
Virtue. 

Macee. Think yon, theieon IVe never thoi^tf 
Then, know, 
I number, 'mong my faults and errors, this : — 
That, ignorant and presumptnoas, I stíU niged 
More holy motives, than were wananted 
By the world's market, on my husband, Coetir; 
Thinking that Merit ruled, not Destiny ; 
Deeming the offspring of his own caprice, 
What were the Titán progeny of Time. 
The power he wielded was of recent growtb. 
And had to combat ancient enmities, 
Which it must conqner, or be conquered by. 
And by his martyrdom will conquer yet. 
Now, would I take defiant attitnde, 
And let blind Fate do what it list with me, 
Using my natural forcé to stead myself, 
Eesenting the injustice, whosesoe'er, 
That mocks us with the shows of liberty. 
And cheats us with illusions into folly. 
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Which needs must be, whether we act or no, 
Till death forecloses on our mortgaged hopee, 
And banquete bravely on our bankrupt hearts ! 

Vülage, These words offend reKgion. 

Macee, May be. Earth ! 
Were she a sliip that blasphemy might sink ! 
Who pilote her 1 What captains walk her deck, 
That have not merited anathema 1 
Is't Charles of France 1 My curse on him wae wotdless ! 
Not "whispered ! — the suggestion of my thought 
Was charged, yet as a cloud, and burst in silence ! 
The miracle was signal. Puppet Charles ! 
— My lord was king, not he : the puppet said. 
The jealous puppet smote its maker*s pride ! 
Then, was the puppet king 1 Yile, thankless slaye ! 
The slave of slaves more thankless and more vile ! 
His arm was broken with the blow he dealt ! 
And now the Dauphin strikes his pate across, 
With reckless insolence, in wanton sport ! 

Chariier, True, madam ! 'Tis not he that acta, but 
they— 
'Tis not his act, the act that brought me here. 

Mache. We must remove? Nay, let me pause on 
that! 
From the false Government of France, you tell me, 
A requisition most peremptory 
Has reached king Eené, to withdraw his sanction 
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For our remaining here ; . . and the Proven^al, 
Too weak for the French court, must hunt us forth. 
Where would they banish usl "WTiere have they 

banished 
Him, for whose sake, they make us exiles, too 1 
I'll be no more deceived, but rest at once 
On that which tramples hope ! My Coeur's an exile ! 
An exile from the world ! Him whom they prisoned, 
Condemned nnjustly, theyVe unjustly slain ! 

Vlllaije, Nay, madam ! WeVe no warrant to say 
that. 

Macee, "Warrant ! there's nonefor aught that we can 

say, 
But in our power to say it ! Where's the warrant, 

For what, we know, they Ve done? What warrant 

need they, 
For what, we know, they may do ? T have taken 
Counsel of wisdom, and am bid — " Despair ! " 
By voices heard in Heaven . . among them, his : 
My Coeur speaks to me from his mansión there ! 
There is an inspiration in the tone, 
Which can not be mistaken ! \8he dts. 

Here I'U sit ! 
Famine, my guest ! I love the specialty 
Of sunken cheeks, eyes rayless, bloodless veins, 
Of marrowless bones and juiceless ligatures, 
Until the skeleton ecarce holds together. 
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So long IVe thought thereon, I am fascínate — 
I grow, with passionate love, into the image, 
And will firom food and drink abstain, until 
This failing body free me to behold 
His form, as tlius I hearken to his voice, 
That sweetly now invites me, baste to meet bim ! 
fc Chartier. O fearsome pbrensy, madam ! 

Macee, No word more ! 

Village (to Jeanne de Vendóme). It must not be ! 
Twas what I bad to say — 
Tbe tbing tbat Cbartier bas inf ormed ber of — 
Tbat we are bunted bence. I knew not bow 
To say it ! But tbis mood ! It must not be ! 

Jeanne, If sbe delays, tbus obstínate, tbe bounds, 
Tbat bence sbould bunt us, will be bere ! 

Chartier, Anón. 
Trust in my function. In sucb cases, leam, 
The bard is a pbysician. Go, make ready 
For your departure. Not a breatb ! [Exeunt, 

Meanwbile, 
I'm left to terror Td not bave tbem sbare, 
And would inspire tbe bope I cannot feel. 

\He contemplates Macee for some timey 
then gentil/ approaches her, 
Madame ! — [She gives him no answer, 

For sbame ! — [No recognition. 

Now, by tbe generous pride 
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Of the Leodeparts ! — Still no response ! 
Macee !^-or Coeur ! Not even that loved ñame ! 
What invocation, else % Ha ! I hear footsteps ! 
This must not be ! Who're they that enter now 1 
I f ear some officers from Eené's court % 

Enter Güillaüme Gtmabt and Gaillardet. 

— Whom seek ye, sirs ? 

Gymart. Jean du Village, the steward, 
Late of the Merchant Coeur. 

Ckartier, Ay, so I feared ! 
Wait yet . . for see where sits the wife of Coeur, 
Fixed in the horror of a hopeless grief, 
We will depart anón, 

Gaillardet Depart ! I think, sir, 
You are the poet Chartier 1 Kjiow us, then, 
We be two factors, late from Bourges, of Coeur. 

CJiartier. Pri'thee, your pardon ! Bring ye news of 
Coeur 1 

Gymart (presenting tnblets), Here, on these tablets, 
have we writings by him. 

Chartier, In his own hand 1 Is Coeur alive ? 

Gaillardet, He was 
When last we left him. 

Chartier, At Tours 1 

Gaillardet, No, at Beaucah'e. 

Chartier, Coeur lives ! Here is theproof ! Wake up, 
Macee ! 
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Here. take his tablets in thy hands ! Their tonch, 
Having been f elt by him, may thus inf orm thee, 
(Such sympatiiies are vouched for), that he livea. 
Coeur lives ! Eead — read what he has writ I 

Macee {dowly), It thrills ! 
Something would make me feel ! Disturb me not ! 
The sun has died : — who'd Uve in darkness ? O ! 
Would I had not survived ! 

Ghartier, 'Tis daylight still ! 
Hopeas in the world ! Coeur lives ! Read — read, I say, 
His tabletas in thy hands. 

Macee {in a low tone). Where are my eyes ? 
Can, then, my fingers see í {Shrieking) These ? Ha ! 

From Coeur] — 
You said, from Coeur? 

Chartier. His own handwriting. 

Macee. 'Tis! 
It is ! It is ! O, ne'er was scripture dearer. 
Yet, he is dead — ^and these are sent from heaven, 
By you, his angels. 

Cliartier {to Gai. and Gymart). Step aside, awhile ; 
And give her time for judgment. 

Macee (laughing hysterically). Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

[She hissea the tablets, and then bursts 
into a flood of tears, 

Chartier. I pray thee, read the tablets. 

Macee. Wait ! — I will ! [Reacls. 



220 Macee de Léodepart [nümber iv. 

" Beaucaire." Describe what quarter of the skies, 
Beaucaire emparadises. More I (Reada) " The Convent 
Of CordeHers." That's earthy. Pah ! {Reada) " The 

King." 
What King 1 « King Charles." It is King Charles 

of France. 
Ne'er thought I more to hear his ñame with joy, 
Or syllable it myself hut with a curse ! — 
{Reada) " Under his safeguard, prisoner at large ; 
" Yet for the love of God and love of man, 
"Let not thy imprisoned master, faithful fríend, 
"Pine ín his bonds. Achieve his Hberty !" 
Signed " Coeur,'' 'Tis for Village. Tis not for me ! 



Yet why should this rebuke me í Coeur is living. 

That is enough for me — should be enough ! 

If love be dead in him, he's dead to love. 

O, cankerous doubt, that withers love*s true rose ! 

Come, famine ! then. 

Clutrtier, Nay, this is wilf ul, lady. 
Coeur's motives are apparent. He is guarded 
^ith such strict charge, though in a convent, lady 
(As now I hear from these two honest factors), 
'Twill need most perilous enterprise to free him. 

Macee. There's comfort in your news. Thanks, 
gentlemen ! 
Tm glad of it, Fain would I ventare death 1 
Look, here's another tablet. {Reada) " Son," he calis 
iim — 
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Entreating " instant action " — ^for, " I leam 
" My death is meditated by my foes." 
— I knew 'twas so — that meditated death 
Coeur since has suffered ; and again I yield, 
Myself to desolation. 

Chartier, Wife of Coeur ! 
•'* Hope yet — thou canst do much ! " 

Macee {ahstracfecUy), So Agnes said — 
The dying prophet said it I 

CTiartier, Where^s the courage 
That once npheld thee in thy great resolve, 
To save him, spite all loss 1 Let not despair 
Baffle prophetic instinct — grant the danger, 
How imminent soever ; speed may snatch 
The expected victim from the threatened snare. 

Macee (recovering). And, not the less f or my despair 
wiUI 
Do this, and more — armed now for either issne. 
Let me see Ccbut I wonld win back his loye, 
His love I must win back ; or myself perish, 
Though the work prosper which I go to do. 
Grant, heaven ! some difficulty to surmount ! 
O, let it be the wager of my lif e ! 
ril make such large atonement for my f ault, 
Extreme devotion shall regain his love. 
(Calling) Village ! Vendóme ! — Come, we must speed 
away. 
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I am as swiít» now, in my new desire, 

As I of late was tardy ! Gentlemen, 

We needs must leave Marseilles within an hour, 

But secretly, or we sball ne'er escape. 

We'U join our friends within. My mind grows olear. 

Take comfort, heart ! Away with doubt or fear ! 

Scene changes. — Exterior Collonade. Convent of the 
Carddiers, Midnight, M<Uin mtisic heard 
from the ChapeL 

Mathieu D'Ecolb, Buglero and Simonet enéer. 

Mathieu UEcóle, Koep ye good watcL Be ye not 
too secuie. 
Ye haye no common piisoner. Merchant Coeui 
Has head, and hands : is apt, and wise, and brave. 
He has had yisitors. 

Duderc, A brother or twain 
Of our own Order, from the opposite town 
Of Tarascón — no more. 

Mathieu UEcóle, They should be faithfuL 

Simofiet, Are, doubtless. Easier to escape, Jacques 
Coeur 
Would find it, from a dungeon, than Beaucaire. 
'Tis not alone the Conventos guarded sthctly ; 
The town is circled in by barríer-walls, 
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Prohibiting attempt with silent scom. 

Then there's the Rhone to cross. All these aie bars 

Most fonnidable. 

Mathieu UEcoU. I am satisfied. 

Simonet The matins now are oyei, and Casux comes 
forth 
For bis accustomed meditation. We 
Respect bis privacy. 

Mathieu D'Ecole, At such an bour, 
Tbe sleeping world bas nougbt to send -qb f ear. 
Be vigilant. 

Dicderc and Simonet, We sball observe your orders. 

[Exeftmt at different sides, 

Enter Jacques Cceür, alone, 

CcRur. Were I not strong in my iiitegrity, 
Inconstant fortune ! tbou badst broken me 
Upon tby treacberous wbeeL O, tbon badst yaunted, 
How Coeur, in slavish bonds, tby triumpb graced. 
But now, roll on tby cbariot; still erect 
I walk apart, unconquered, unsubdued. 
Tbe pious service of tbis midnigbt bour 
Sbeds o'er my soul a customary peace, 
By repetition but more sootbing made. 
And I to ye can upward look, O stars ! 
Oblivious of ungrateful injury ; 



224 Macee de Léodepart. [nxjmber iv. 

Faith broken, lawless trial, doom unjust, 
And heartless cruelty sanctioned with the ñame 
Of royal privilege and grace unbought, 
The terrible compassions of the proud. 
One sorrow yot affiicts me, that, Macee ! — 
That thou, Madonna of this living shrine, — 
That thou shouldst of this temple, where alone 
Thou wert adored, conceive so wrongfully 
And gender mischief in thy jealons soul ; 
This pierces — ^this torments — this maddens me ! 
Soft, footsteps ! 

Enter Macee, disguised as a CordéUer. 

Ha ! perhaps the friendly monk 

To whom, on his last visit, I confided 

My tableta to Village. That honest ñame 

The breath makes odorous that ñames it kindly. 

Macee, I never deemed that I should shrink away 
Into myself, and dread his near approach — 
Thus trembling ! 

CcRur. Welcome, monk ! Pray, do I know you % 
Are you f rom Tarascón 1 

Macee. From Tarascón 

Cceur, That voice ! 'Twas strangely like ! From 
Tarascón ! 
Instinct of love ! I pierce through her disguise ; 
But love offended mails itself in steel — 
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No Tock so hard — so shai*p ! What wouldst thou 
say] 
Macee, Does he not know — will he not know — my 

voice ] 
Cosur (going), Thou art not the Cordejier I thought 
I knew 1 
I thank thee, monk ! I must beware espial. 

Macee (rushing up to Mm), Wouldst thou go henee ] 
Dear Coeur ! this must not be. 
Macee implores thee ! 

Cceur (coldly). Wherefore seekst thou me ? 
Macee. Whom should I seek but theel Whom 
should the soul 
Seek but its God ? Whom should Macee, but Coeur í 
Cceur, Macee I Here, kneeling 1 — weeping 1 Stand 
thou up ! 
I have been humbled, and have drunk more téars 
Than I have shed. Therefore, stand up, Macee, 
Ñor act the passion of a Niobe, 
Unless, like her, astonied ; jealous heaven, 
Author alone of thy calamity ! 

Macee. Tve so chajrged heaven ; . . but, then, thou 
-wert not by 
To check the impious thought. 

Coeur. I check thy thought ? — 
I know not when such mastery was mine. 
Macee. Thine ? Ever, Coeur ! 
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Cceur. Most strangely manifest ! 
In eyer thinking, doing, what thou wouldsti 
Thy husband's mler in his prosperous hour^ 
And his main grief in this adveisity. 

Macee, To heaven, and thee, I would acknowledge 
aU— 
£e thou like that : . . absolve me from my sin I 
Thou wert a man, whose pardon still outran 
Oñences, like the herald of good poweis, 
On whose impassive essences serene 
No stain may fíx, and no dishonour come. 
Unhappy me, the solé exception made ! 

Coeur, Thou knowst the cause 1 

Macee, I do. Not to extenúate 
The error of my love — for such it was — 
(Jealousies are to love as dreams to sleep) 
Ñor tax thee with neglect — for none was thine^ — 
(Still rapt in trance broods creant enterprise) — 
I daré avouch, there ne'er was in my soul 
An impulse thou wert not the mover of 
Thy profit — credit — glory — pleasure — power — 
These were my inspirations ; . . these the stars 
That shone upon me in my solitude ; 
Whilst thou abroÉwi wert doing, in the field 
Of life, the battle that the brave must daré, 
lüven though they perish. These are thoughts oí 
thine; 
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They lived with me eyen when estrangement cast 
Its casual shadows 'twixt two anxious hearts, 
Perplexed with high responsibilities. 
And what if such were vexed, and one was wrecked, 
Judgment thrown overboard, and the poor barque 
Left to the mercy of the waves and winds. 
Is Coeur less merciful than they have proved, 
And the spent swimmer would f orbid the shore ? 

Coeur. Tis music such as this, the seas have solaced, 
"When they were angiy. 

Macee, Would my Coeur deny, 
When on the beach the breathless swimmer sank, 
The wine of comfort to the penitent ? 

C(Bur. I would not, and I will not ! Dear Macee, 
Glose to my heart ! I, too, have been to blame ! 
A faithful heart, like thine, should have been truEted ; 
And what might not be so, been left undone. 
'Twas a plain guide, but the trim voyager 
Would not consult it ; . . So the vessel stranded ! 

Macee. But I am vowed for its salvation, Coeur ! 

Coeur, Thou, fond Macee? We'll talk less wildly now. 
Yet, saidst thou not, thou camest f rom Tarascón 1 

Macee. Time wears : 1*11 tell thee all, without a 
pause ! 
There are no listeners 1 

Coeu/r. None. 

Macee, At Tarascón 

Q2 
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Thy fríc^ds «asiemble, led by Jean Village ; 
Th^ Oonv^nt of the Cordeliers his lodging ; 
With him Ciymait and Gillardet, assisted 
By a good síporp or two of annéd men, 
Soldiera in the late wars. At Tour de Bouc, 
A íTíüley of thy own lies ready ; then 
At Nioe anotlier, which, with wind to serve, 
Will l^sa reaeh in safety : thence to Rome, 
Where gixid Pope Nicholas his palace gates 
Throws wide, for thy reception. 

Contr, Cheering news ! 
But how rwM*h Tarascón I 

^fiMcéi^. A hirM boat 
Awaits thoe, on the Rlione, The night's auspicious ; 
Caution . . and silenco . . and the river's crossed. 

(Vwr. Impossible ! The town is fenced with walls. 

Macee, Time has in one commenced a breach, which 
man 
líi even now enlarging, easy task, 
l'o let thee through. 

Cceur. Yet still impossible ! 
At every avenue, by day and night, 
l'he Monks kept sentineL I may not pass 
Tho Conveiit's bounds. 

Macee, They may be bribed, perchance. 

Casur, I know them well, an incorruptible 
And pious brotherhood. There is no hope ! 
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Macee, " Hope yet/' said dying Agnes. By that 

ñame, 
I'll chann you yet to listen, Much to do 
Lies in my power — in mine, dear Coeur ! And all, 
Nay, more than can be, I ha ve swom to do, 
By spiritual migbt ! Prophetic words 
Were those she uttered. Be in me fulfíUed 
Their purport ; here devoted, lo, I stand 
For thy deliverance, Coeur ; called to the work 
By sacred oracle, ordained, resolved ! 

Coeur. What wonder, now. Macee? Thou art not 

phrenzied 1 
Macee, ^ List further, and then judge. I am pre- 

pared 
For what I came to do. Beneath this habit 
Lo, here my woman's gear. This habit take ; 
And, in retum, give me thy merchantes robe ; 
In this same hood conceal thy visage, Coeur ! 
And give me, for my brows, thy turban, Coeur ! 

[Macee makes the exchange, while speaking : — Jie 
passively and ábstractedly suhmits, 

^ Here will I stay. The distant sentinel 
Will mark me in the moonlight, sitting here. 
And thence have no suspicion. Meanwhile, thou, 
In this monk's garb, will pass securely by. 
'Twill cost thee but a " Benedicite ! " 
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Coeur. But thee thy lif e ! The Convent's laws are 
strict. 
Mom comes — ^thou are detected : this disguise 
Serving for proof, not shelter. No, Macee ! 
I cannot do it. 

Macee. It is done without thee. 
Thou seemst to know not the exchange is made. 
Behold, thou art the monk, the merchant I. 

Coeur. Surprise had, surely, reft me of my func- 
tions. 
— Yet here stay I ! 

Macee. And I — and thus attired I 
Henee, when discovered, theyll imprison both ; 
And, for this cause, so thy confinement straighten, 
That thy resuscitate love for me again 
Will perish, when thou thinkst upon the fault, 
This new one I've trangressed in ; like the rest, 
The child of a deep love, that no divorce 
Admita but death. Love and my life are one ! 

Cceur. Be it even so. I shall not blame Macee. 

Macee. Thou wilt — thou must I I will not peril 
it. 
Or if thou do not, I Éim resolute 
To shut myself from pardon utterly. 
My own, and yours, and earth's, and Heaven's ! — ^gaze 

on ! 
J am become a mystery to myself , 
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And capable of whatso most appals 
Gk)od men and angela ! I will do the deed, 
Shall make my soul an outcast ! To my wish, 
Therefore, at once surrender ! Morn soon dawns, 
And all tbis peril hastens. Yield at once ! 

CoBur. StiU thy imperative nature must prevail. 
Macee, Embrace me ! Now, away ! 
Gfisur, Adieu ! adieu ! 
Yet still I tum me back, in bope to soothe tbee, 
Tbou lookest bravely in my turban, wif e ! 
No, by tbis starligbt, tbou art beautif ul. 
I thank tbe moon for sbining out so fair. 
By beaven ! I will not leave tbee to tbis peril ! 
Give me again my garments ! I will bave tbem ! 

Macee, I will not quit tbis gear, except by forcé ; 
Wbicb, if tbou use, I'U sudden scream so loud, 
Tbe Convent cells sbaU ecbo witb my cry. 

G(mí,r, Tby wiU is domimint — tby mien command- 
ing— 
Tbou art imperial as imperious. 
Tm awed and spell-bound ! I submit, constrained. 
To obey tbee, is to please tbee. Well, I go. 
And be tbe saints tby guardians ! 

Macee. Henee ! Tbe Monk, 
Tby guard, impatient of our conference, comes. 
Away, or all is lost ! 
Co^r. Adieu! adieu! 

[Macee sinks wgon a «ea^. 
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V. 

Beaugaibr. 
Same — Interior of Convent Chapd. Altar üluminated. 

Macee discovered by the cUtar-raÜ. 

Macee, I would my spirít should continué huslied, 
Grief quenched by the Immortal Saciifice 
^Vhich makes of none accoont all mortal loss. 
From midnight to the mam I matin keep, 
Li silence, which, in solemn music, late 
Ascended high, and on the wing of sound 
Transported me to heaven : . . no prísoner, then ; 
And now, if one, a temple, lo ! my príson ; 
And its celestial presences are set 
For comforters to those whom penance bows, 
The best physicians to the broken heart, 
That by self-immolation would make whole 
And be restored unto its perfect seK. 
Here find I peace : — and if they take my life, 
To die were but as I should choose to sleep 
In some sweet bower of Paradise, where he 
I die for lies expecting me, awake í 
But better death like this — for absence is 
To loving bosoms nothing less than death I — 
llian that immortal widowhood of soul, 
WMch, but for that I suffer now, had been 
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Our lot eteme. Now, we shall meet again, 
Belo ved Coeur ! if not on earth, in heaven ! 
These tears anew baptize me, and the root 
Of life they water bears again the bloom 
Of love and hope. 

Enter Jeanne db Vendóme. 

Who's therel— .Vendóme] 

Vendóme, Mom breaks. 

Macee, Tt grieves me much, Vendóme ! your foolish 
faith 
Has made you prisoner with me. 

Vendóme, Scarcely so. 
You are alone in danger : I fear none. 
But as a witnesss here detained — no more — 
Cliarged, by Village, with letters from the Queen, 
That gave her royal sanction to your lord's 
Escape, from his malignant enemies ; 
As what the King desired, though under influence, 
He had no power to order. These, produced 
To the good Abbot, might — so thought Village^ 
!Move him to set you free, to follow Coeur. 

Macee. Ye little knew L'Ecole. The father acts 
Solely by rule. To deed irregular, 
Even though an ángel vouched it, nought might tempt 

him. 
The intervention of her majesty, 
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Having no legal warrant, to bis mind 
Was or impertinence or treason. Straight 
He sent, mark yon, a messenger to court, 
And thus gave notice to my husband's foes. 
Henee have we here Trémouille, who breathB malign, 
Against me death and vengeance. I am doomed! 
Vendóme. Take counseL 
Macee, Well rebuked. I shall do so. 
Trémouille, it seems, awaits the fíerce Chabannes, 
Gone f orth on expedition to Fargean, 
And elsewhere — ^vehement to possess himself 
Oí my dear lord's estates. Snob impious haste 
Those cormorants make, to gorge them with the wealth 
That once their victim owned. What hear you, 
Jeannel 
Vendóme, Not half an hour ago, a hoiseman came, 
The avant-conrier of the so-feared ChabanneSy 
Saying bis master f oUowed speedily, 
Wíth an anned train, picked from the royal guard, 
Though for awhile detained by some strange news. 
Macee. Strange news 1 All news is strange ! 
Vendóme. But tbis most strange. 
Macee. What is it 1 

Vendóme. Sometbing of the Daupbin. All 
I know not clearly. Tbis alone I beard ; 
That, taking Vantage of tbese traitors* absence, 
Prince Louis* friends were Charles' attendants now, 
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Who, shut up in the castle of Mehun, 
Suspecting poison, sastenance hath refused. 

Macee. Tliat's news, indeed. This heavenly justice 
answers 
What suffering might pray for, and has virtue 
To make me strong to bear or to inñict. 

Mathieü D'Ecolb, Düclbro, Simonet, Trémoüille, 

and othera enter. 

They come whom I mnst báffle or endure. 

lyEcüle, Here, daughter, watch yel 

Macee. And protectíon seek. 

Trémouille. Protectíon, lady 1 

Macee. From your malice, which 
Yon miscal jnstíce. 

Trérnouüle. 'Tis justice, when the law's 
Insulted, to avenge it on the peccant. 

Macee. What seems may not he guilt ; . . but cir- 
cumstance 
May oft excuse an act, though not in rule: 
As when the innocent do hold the sword, 
That kills but murders not, in self defence, 
Or guards the oíd and feeble, or sets free 
The unjustly captive, though by mortal means. 
This last I did — the victim but myself ! 
Forcé is repelled by forcé, and craft by craft. 

Trémouille. Twas legal forcé and authorizéd craft. 
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Macee. Yes, legalized by robbers for theit gain, 
And authorized by traitois for their safety ; 
Froln whose insídious wiles or violence, 
All modes oí quittance justice does permit. 

Trémouüle. Eobbers and traitois) 

Macee. Ay — ^no less ! 

Trémouüle, You rave. 
Heaven save your reason ! 

Macee, So it will — it dotb ! 
*Tis you are idiot . . blinded, by the veil 
Of custom, to those inner laws that, bom 
With US, we may suppress, but not repeal ; 
Kot taught, derived, but living in our life 
Cogenial and inherent. By these laws, 
I judge your laws, and find that I have acted 
On the defensive only : — ^theref ore am guiltless 
Of any act of treason against the State. 
So of this Abbot, here, I make demand, 
He set me straight at large. 

HEcole, I cannot, lady. 
My office is specific : — ^to the letter, 
I will perfonn its duties. 

Macee, Office! — duties! — 
O spiritless and most insensato clod ! 
O tablet, for a cenotaph designed, 
But uninscribed as yet! O void of faith, 
Of charity, and yet ordained to both. 
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Their minister^ who*sliut8t the gate of Hope 
On Hope herself, yet at the portal standst 
As if thou wert her guard, her servitor, 
But art her enemy, yet knowst it not, 
So brutal in thy pious ignorance, 
Thou slayest her on the threshold of her dwelling, 
Then claimest guerdon for defending hor, 
Thy murdered mistress ! Strip thee of thy office, 
And take to duties that befit thee better. 
These principalities become thee not ; — 
Some servile task is more within thy acope ! 
ptEcóle, Lady, you are too bold. Besides, you 
know not, 
•Tis heresy you utter. 

Macee. Heresy ! 
What, then, is truth, if this be heresy] 
Is it not truth for woman to be true 
To him she lo ved and wedded? Is it not truth, 
When on the judgment seat corruption sits. 
And by the altar ignorance adores, 
That to the sanctities which guard the hearth 
She should appeal, ajid worship 1 Or that barred, 
As mine is now from me, she should for truth 
Dig deep into her heart, and, in its promptings, 
Thus recognize the verities of Heaven ! 

D'Ecole, Beware — lest, to the censure of the State 
You sufFer now, you should provoke the Church 
To couple hers. 
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Macee. Now, by these saintly shrines ! — 
Now, by the awfal holiness above \ — 
That Providence which, though myisible, 
Watches o*er nations, and avenges wiongs, 
Public op prívate — ^planta, or else displants 
Altara and thrones! — speak your anathema! 
'Tis not on me, but on yourselves, ye pour 
The dreadf ul burthen of your dolorous cuise -, 
Which, though it blast me standing in its way, 
Dismantles your own altara, overthiows 
Your rítes, to pieces breaks your images, 
And shattera thrones! Poor wretches, blind to 

fate; 
Before the great emotions of the soul. 
Ye perish ; like the idolatries of oíd 
Before the whirlwind of the wrath of God ; — 
I scorn — despise ; unpitied, pity you ! 

[The Convent hdl rings loucUy. 

Trémouüle, That is a peal indeed, bespeaks impa- 
tience. [Simonet goes out. 

Macee, It sounds as it would hurry on my doom ! 
It sounds as *twere indeed my passing-bell. 
Forgetting to be solemn, in the baste 
Of your desire to send my soul to bliss ! — 
Ye would commit a murder — do it now ! 

Simonet (retuming). It ia the Count Chabannes. 

Macee, I knew it was ! » 
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Trémouille expects him, see you not he doth? 

I know he biings my sentence írom the king, 

As men stiU cali the puppet, Charles by ñame. ' 

These words are treasonousl I'd ha ve them be so ! 

Fonns without power, shews that are substanceless — 

Away with them, or with ourselves away ! 

Setter annihilation, than to suifer 

The tyrannous yoke of mock authority * 

That order turns to chaos ! 

Trémouüle. Here's Ohabannes. 

D'Ecole, Lady, be silent now, and hear the Oount. 

Macee, I shall, be sure ! 

Enter Chabannes, attended with Guards. 

Chábannes. Hail, to the Consistory ! 
I bear with me the rescript from king Charles, 
Touching this lady. 

Macee, Well — the matter ? 

Chábannes, This, 
By the advice of the Grand Council, sitting 
XJpon the trial of the Argentier, 
His Majesty prononnces that the guilty 
By his escape hath pardon forfeited, 
And merits death ; . . but being now in Rome, 
And shielded by the Pope, cannot be reached. 
Yet, having left in pledge his wife, Macee, 
On her must fall the sentence due to him. 
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Macee. You have made speed from Mehunto Fargeau; 
Mauríce, beaides : — thence, hither, to Beaucaire ! 

Chábannes, I am not wont to loiter. 

Macee. *Tis well known ! 
£ager and rapid in all enterprise, 
No province, hardly kingdoms, could confine 
Chábannes* impetuosity, when moved I 
The écorcheur is still the écorcheur ; 
Eapine and plunder, as of yore, hia trade, 
And death the meed of whatsoe'er opposed. 
Death, too, his own, when justice overtakes. 

Chabanncs. When overtaken, be it so with ns ! 
Behoves .yourself regard your proper state ! 

Macee. I'm past all fear. Do with me as you list. 
I plead not for your mercy. Spare me but 
Vain pageantry and hypocritic hymns ; — 
No show — no pomp — no praise; unwailed, unwept; 
I would depart; seeing convention's self 
Has crumbled to its base, and faith on earth 
Has not a ñame to live ! 

Chábannes, No more remains 
But in this holy Abbot's hands to place 
The mortal writ, under the royal seal. 

Macee. The royal seal? I do remember now; 
Among the charges brought against my lord, 
Was one most foul — that he had caused be made 
A foTghd seal with^ewr de lis engraved, 
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To serve his merchant gains with Saracens. 
Belike, *tis such a counterfeit ye proífer; — 
Wlio bring such charges falsely, we may deem 
WiUing, if safely, to incur the guilt. 
UEcóle, If we thouglit so — 
Chábannes, Tush — tush ! Tis the King's seal, 
As with my sword Til answer! Who gainsays ití 
Trémouille, None but the prisoner. 

\Convent héll rings again. Simonet goes out. 
Macee. Some one else! He comes, 
By intiiition to my sonl f oretold, 
In penitential prayer. Morn broke therewith; 
It was hope's day-spring! 

Simonet (retuming). It is her lord, attended 
With a légate of the Pope, and divers soldiers, 
Who had f orced their way with them within our walls, 
But that the royal escort, under orders 
Of Count Chabannes, prevented it. 

Chabxnnes, Meseems, 
A meet precaution I came gnarded welL 
Simonet, Coeur and the Légate. 

Enter Cgbür with the Légate. 

Cceur. Am I too late? 

Macee, No! No! 

Here is thy living — thy unburied wif e ! 

Now, living, though once dead to thee and love, 

R 
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Eaisod from the dead by love to welcome thee, 
Within these arms, now filled with love and thee ! 

Cceur, My heart is full — amazed, enrapt, possessed 
With thy incredible fidelity, 
Divino Macee! — intrepid and devote — 
Thou hast as 'twere laid down thy life for me ! 
— And now come I, to make like sacnfíce, 
XJnloss these men be pitiful to both. 

Chabannes, You'd taken means to forcé us into pity. 
Your band of bravoes shewed no yielding mood ! 

Cüsur, You know, Chabannes, that yon ha ve troops 
without, 
Outnumbering my poor crew. 

Chabannes, I am safe in that ! 
Nothing but magic had enabled yonrs 
To overmaster mine. Not being so, 
Thy pageant suite I scom. 

Macee, I'll drop no tear — 
Ñor shall irresolution mar a feature; 
And when I speak, my voice shall yet be firm. 

Chabanjies. Sir, hear you meí 

Coeur. Right well, I thank thee. 
What! wouldst thou have me pleadí Then look at 

me, 
Or her! Jí either flinch, contemn us! But 
If both be stedfast, then — thyself being brave — 
JRespect in us the virtue thou hast shown. 
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Who most excite compassion, most disdain : 

The gladiator who despises deatli, 

The gazing vulgar clamour for his Ufe. 

Be not less generous than the herd thoa leadest. 

Chdbannes. Hast thou no more to urgel 

Coeur. No — not to thee ! 
But with Mathieu D'Ecole, the Abbot here, 
The légate of his holiness the Pope 
Is charged to speak in his great master's ñame. 

D'Ecole, Say on, right reverend légate. 

Légate, I am bid 
By the most gracious Nicholas, to say, 
That the good merchant Coeur, a tonsured clerk. 
Has been unjustly, by the laic power, 
Condemned; yet being prisoner held within 
A convent's sacred walls, though innocent; 
The guilt of his escape, being such a clerk, 
"Was greater made by that : . . . in which same guilt, 
Both he who fled and she who stayed behind, 
Were subject unto censure. But his holiness, 
On the premise consulting, by the forcé 
Of apostolic mercy dealt to him, 
On their repentance, has absolved the twain; 
Commanding you by me, to let them go. 

D'Ecóle. How shall I answer it to the King of France ? 

Chdbannes. Well said, D'Ecole ! The King of Trance 
in US, 
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Forbidá this interference. Here's his warrant 
üpon the life of both. 

Trtinouille, Foes of such craft 
Should have the speedier riddance. 

Cceur {passing over with Macee to Chabannes). Let 
US pass! 

Chubannes. You wouldnotbrawl within this holy placel 

Ccsur. Therefore, I say, let us pass forth together! 
Your troops exceed in strength and number mine — 
The Church absolves, and gives us passage free — 
Let the State's quarrel be without decided ; 
We'U prove the issue, when beyond these walls. 
It ÍB a little grac^ if you accord, 
^íay briiig you laiger gain. 

Chabannes. 1*11 not accord it. 
P(K)r trafficker in promises, who'd trade 
Un credit now substantiaL means are gone ! 

Cmur, For your own good be counselled. 

Macee. Dearest Coeur! 
AVhy supplicate you thusl Here we can die, 
As well as there ! Let them accumulate 
Crime on their crime; — the sin of sacrilege 
Add to the murder they commit in thought^ 
As they already have that murder added 
To most unparalleled ingratitude! 

Cliábannes. That word has stoned my heart! Thy 
debtor, Coeur, 
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Is now thy creditor. What once was tliine 

Is mine. For tliat arrest once meant for me, 

I can repay you now in kind. 

What sliouts [Shouts heard without. 

Are thoseí 

Enter Michblet. 

Hoa, there ! 'Tis Captain Michelet ! 

Doubtless (to Ckeur) he has seized upen your coward 

crew! 
{To Michelet) I saw yon enter — you are vigilant! 
YouVe come in time, good Captain Michelet. 
Bring in your guard. 

Michelet, I was about to do so. 

[Exitf after speaking to Chabannes' gnards. 

[Shouts again. 
Trémouille, Ha 1 that sounds well ! — they're zealous 

in our cause. 
Macee (apart), Now I can smile at this. O, fondly 
thought — 
That to be virtuous was to be revered ! 
And Coeur still thinks, as he has ever thought, 
Tis not ingratitude, but fear sins in them. 
'Tis well the brave and wise for motive own 
Virtue, not guerdon. Well for me, I share 
The noble consciousness which now I note, 
From his calm brow, unflushed, unmovéd cheek, 
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Supports hÍB sonl — that he no act hath done, 
But what partook of greatness — ^that to him, 
His country owes deliverance — that to him, 
His monarch was indehted f or hia crown — 
And not a citizen but henefíts 
By his undaunted enterprize; wherehy 
Trance has received new life-blood, vigour new, 
Power that was not, till Coeur created it. 
And if for this the lightning that destroys, 
But consecrates, strike him again; and now 
For ruin ultimate, without reprieve; 
Let it be so ! — For glory shall descend, 
And fill the space should clip his statue in ! 

[Shauts again heard without. 
Cceur. Fear not those shouts, Macee ! Thom, oí 
sure grounds, 
I otherwise interpret than my foes. 

Jean du Villagb, Alain Chartier, Miohblet, 
Troops and Monks enter, 

Chartier, Stay, Michelet ! To all now present 
greeting, 
In me the bearer own of royal power. 
Chabannes, Trémouille, must both yield place to me. 
Chábannes, Not without f urther warrant. 
Chartier. Kightly pleaded. 
Than, Michelet, theTe ate your prisoners ! 

\Michdet arresta 01iábau'if\As aif\^ Tt^fcwmi/í. 
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Chábannea, What mean yon, captain ? 

TrémouUle. Take yon ns for them ! 

[Pointing to Macee and Coeur, 

Michélet. In £tm no speaker, connt. I but obey 
King Lonis' orders. 

Marcee. Lonis, king ? 

Chartier, He is. 
Self-starved, King Charles has died ; and Lonis reigns. 

Macee, O, mystery of justice ! Yet instruct me — 
How bears it on Chabannes and on Trémonille ? 

Chartier. Might they not better tell yon í 

Cliahannes, Not a word. 

TrémouUle, Unless it were a wizard's spell, to harm ! 

Macee, Their lips have not such mnsic, Chartier ! 
I should prefer their utterance to yours. 

Chartier, I'll speak, then. Lonis, being king, wül 
reign : 
And that he may do so, at once disgraces 
George la Trémonille and Antoine de Chabannes ; 
For their offences proved against himself, 
Of every office that they once possessed 
They are deprived ; and, in the Louvre, condemned, 
First to imprisonment : — ^next, banishment : — 
And conñscation absolute of all. 

Macee* And what for Coeur í 

Chartier. Ask of yonr faithful steward, 
Whose vigilance has brought mnch good about. 



« 
« 
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Vülage, Most honoured lady, here is the decree, 

The letters-patent imder Louis* hand : 

" That, on lemonstrance made, his majesty, 

" Touching the life and welfare of Jacques Coeur, 

" Sometime his royal father's argentier, 
Who, by the false reports of his ill-wishers, 
Had been imrighteously despoiled of all ; 

'' To him just restitution shoald be made, 

'' Both of the lands that De Chabannes had seized, 

" And other the estates whereof he was 

** Rightful possessor and tme lord." 
Coeur. Eejoice, 

Beloved Macee ! 

Chartier, This Jean Yillage has done — 

And 'twas his speed kept measnre with my own. 

So when arrived, I found him there before me, 

Even in the court of Louis, with credentials 

Won from the new-made king. To which credentials, 

Even now, the troops Chabannes brought hither yielding, 

At once allegiance swore to royal Louis. 

Doubtless, yon heard their shouts. 
Cosur, Ay, did we, sir ; 

As likewise did Chabannes, and yon, Trémouille ! 

— Unworthy men ! had ye but shown remorse, 

How slight soever, for your crnelties, 

For your evasión means had I provided, 

Which now would come too late. 
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Cliartier. Tis better so. 
Captain ! you have your orders : take your prisoners, 
And hold them in safe custody. 

[Chahannes and Trémouüle are led out, guardad, 

Cceur, Their silence 
Bespeaks prof ound despair. Macee ! beshrew me, 
Compassion for their doom, deapite their guilt, 
Afflicts me more than I had thought it would. 

Macee, And I, too, may rejoice, but not exult. 
Sin leaves its scars upon the pardoned soul ; 
Forgiveness woundeth more than punishment. 
Had I died for you, I had triumphed more, 
Than now I may. But this more sober joy 
Heals more than wilder transport. Death hecds allí 
The bruiséd spirit which I bear within 
Is prescient of departure. Better, Coeur ! 
A few few days of love and confidence, 
Than many years of jealousy and doubt. 

[Macee huríes her face within Cceur^s hosom, 

THE END. 
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